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"/  lift  up  my  eyes  to  the  mountains  from 
where  shall  come  my  help?" 

Rev.  7:16 

This  is  going  to  be  a  pretend  game  but  maybe  if  I  pretend 
hard  enough  with  faith  enough  these  Toronto  "mountain" 
sky-scrapers  I  see  from  my  window  will  serve  as  reminders 
of  those  beautiful  Alberta  mountains  I  left  behind  to  come 
to  Toronto  as  Editor  of  the  field  at  home. 

Sister  Carolyn  Albury  was  the  Editor  when  I  first  saw 
a  field  at  home  which  a  friend  gave  me  to  read.  From 
then  'til  now  I  have  always  been  attracted  by  this  maga- 
zine and  know  it  was  an  instrument  of  God  which  spurred 
me  on  to  join  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

After  some  years  on  the  missions  at  Edmonton,  Edson 
and  Montreal,  I  arrived  at  our  Motherhouse  when  Sister 
Lydia  Tyler  was  Editor.  At  her  prompting  I  decided  to 
take  a  course  in  Journalism  at  Ryerson  Institute.  Sister 
Ella  Zink  was  at  this  time  missioned  at  the  Motherhouse 
and  I  gratefully  accepted  her  generous  offer  of  help  with 
my  duties  so  that  I  could  write  my  assignments  in  Journal- 
ism. I  am  sure  their  past  encouragement  will  help  me  to 
have  faith  in  my  writing  and  myself  even  though  no  one 
else  may  have  faith  in  either. 

May  the  promise  of  Easter  fill  your  heart  with  the  joy  of 
knowing  that  life  is  forever. 
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A 

Newfoundland 
Story 

ROSEMARIE  HUDON,  S.O.S. 


The  Corner  Brook,  from  which  the  city  of  Corner  Brook  derives 
its  name.  This  is  almost  the  exact  centre  of  the  city 


At  the  outset  of  my  work  in  the  field  of 
Religious  Education,  I  was  convinced 
that  the  greater  good  would  consist  in 
working  first  with  the  teachers,  than  with 
the  children.  Therefore,  I  visited  every 
school  and  spoke  with  each  teacher  in- 
dividually. I  left  to  the  last  those  schools 
with  whose  principals  I  lived.  We  could 
talk  over  things  at  home  and  get  a  good 
idea  of  conditions. 

In  some  of  the  city  schools  it  was 
evident  that  the  teachers  were  good  - 
familiar  with  and  experienced  in  teach- 
ing the  Canadian  Catechism.  To  such  as 
these  I  did  not  return,  though  I  told  the 
teachers  to  feel  free  to  call  on  me  for 
advice.  In  a  few  country  schools  where 
I  found  teachers  adept  and  already 
teaching  the  Canadian  Catechism,  I 
simply  encouraged  them  to  continue.  I 
tried  to  make  at  least  one  return  trip. 

In  other  country  places  I  found  some 
pedagogically-trained  teachers  who  were 
totally  unfamiliar  with  the  Catechism, 
and  simply  terrified  at  the  thought  of 
teaching  it.  If  there  were  no  other 
teachers  in  the  vicinity  to  help  them, 
I  followed  Father  Gash's  custom  (Father 
Gash  is  the  Diocesan  Director)  of  having 
the  teachers  continue  to  use  the  easier 
revised  "On  Our  Way"  series  -  in  some 
cases  introducing  it.  At  such  times  I 
usually  remained  in  the  parish  long 
enough  to  teach  each  teacher  personally 
and  made  sure  to  return  to  these  dis- 
tricts. 

When  requested  I  returned  to  assist 
the  teachers  of  First  Holy  Communion 
classes,  and  to  address  parents.  There 
were  some  surprises  for  me  at  some  of 
these  meetings.  One  had  been  arranged 
with  a  great  deal  of  trouble  by  the  prin- 
cipal of  an  elementary  school.  The 
teachers  admitted  that  their  greatest  dif- 
ficulty was  to  get  the  co-operation  of  an 
ultra-conservative  pastor.  I  was  stunned 
by  the  introduction  he  gave  me.  He  must 
have  looked  up  my  curriculum  vitae  at 
the  School  Board  office.  After  giving 


Sister  Hudon  at  Western  Brook  Pond 
in  Gros  Morne  Park 


Sisters  Agnes  Hearn,  Teresa  Duffley 
and  Mary  Regan  at  work  on 
correspondence  lessons  in  Regina 
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those  details  he  put  me  in  my  place 
when  he  said:  "...  but  in  spite  of  all 
her  qualifications  I  do  not  agree  with 
her." 

I  would  like  to  add  in  gratitude  that, 
in  general,  the  priests  and  teachers  were 
most  co-operative  and  hospitable.  In  bad 
weather  when  schools  were  closed  be- 
cause of  storms,  still  the  teachers  came 
to  meet  me  in  the  rectories  where  I  was 
snowbound.  As  I  see  it,  my  work  began 
with  the  teachers  but  is  incomplete  un- 
less I  work  with  the  children  in  turn. 


In  four  Catholic  rural  schools,  two 
integrated  high  schools  and  two  inte- 
grated elementary  schools  I  found  rather 
sad  conditions.  In  the  high  schools  the 
teachers  dreaded  teaching  religion  and 
insufficient  time  was  being  allotted  to  its 
teaching.  Catholics  attending  the  ele- 
mentary schools  followed  the  course  for 
integrated  schools  which  is  a  good  Bible 
course  for  children.  Perhaps  it  was  too 
advanced  for  the  precise  grade  but  they 
did  lack  many  things  which  Catholic 
children  should  be  taught  along  with  this 


Goose  Cove  -  note  the  rocky  terrain 
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integrated  course.  But  this  extra  teaching 
was  an  impossibility.  An  apostolically- 
minded  teacher  could  give  special  at- 
tention, after  regular  school  hours,  to  the 
Catholic  pupils  of  her  own  class,  but 
she  was  helpless  where  pupils  of  other 
grades  were  concerned. 

To  offset  this  I  suggested  that  the 
children  enroll  in  the  S.O.S.  Corres- 
pondence course.  Teachers  or  women  of 
the  parish  undertook  to  supervise  classes 
after  school  or  on  weekends.  The  text- 
books, lessons,  etc.,  came  from  Regina 


Pre-schoolers  at  St.  Jacques 


Mrs.  Warren,  my  hostess  for  two 
different  summers.  Her  mother  was  the 
one  in  ecstacy  over  having  a  Sister 
in  the  house 


and  were  corrected  there.  One  woman 
could  supervise  several  grades  at  a  time. 
Grades  1,  2  and  3  pupils  need  more 
help.  Grades  4  and  up,  the  pupils  are 
able  to  work  by  themselves  and  a  super- 
visor need  only  keep  order  and  give  en- 
couragement. 

In  the  four  rural  Catholic  schools  the 
teachers  were  incapable  of  teaching  six 
or  seven  levels  of  religion  and  were 
doing  nothing  in  this  field. 

Once  the  correspondence  lessons  be- 
gan to  come  these  teachers  had  the 


f  If  all  were  philosophers  who  would  sell  peanuts  to  the  philosophers'  children? 
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added  advantage  that  this  supervision 
could  be  done  most  regularly  during  the 
school  hours.  Teachers  and  pupils  liked 
this  method  and  the  priests  concerned 
gave  it  their  approval.  The  courses  were 
successful  depending  on  how  quickly 
they  got  started.  Some,  especially  at  Bay 
L' Argent  and  Norris  Point,  began  at 
Christmas  and  have  done  excellent 
work. 

In  my  travels  I  met  some  Catholic 
women  who  were  interested  in  having 
religion  lessons  by  correspondence  for 
their  pre-school  children.  This  was  ar- 
ranged; also  Catholic  children  in  isolated 
areas  who  could  not  attend  a  Catholic 
school  were  enrolled  in  the  Regina  Cor- 
respondence School.  The  mothers  look 
after  these  pupils. 

I  am  convinced  that  there  are  many 
children  in  the  Diocese  who  need  help. 
We  must  find  them.  Correspondence  les- 
sons should  be  used  only  when  no  other 
way  is  possible.  They  are  a  last  resort  - 
a  very  good  last  resort  -  nevertheless,  a 
last  resort. 

The  Regina  School  by  correspond- 
ence is  under  the  National  Office  at 
Ottawa.  Many  bishops  and  priests  know 
that  it  fills  a  need  which  will  be  with  us 
for  years  to  come.  Correspondence  les- 


sons could  be  of  great  help,  in  fact 
might  be  the  only  recourse  for  isolated 
spots  in  Newfoundland,  Labrador  and 
other  provinces. 

I  have  attended  Catechetical  Institutes 
or  Teach-ins  in  Halifax,  Corner  Brook, 
Stephenville  and  St.  George's.  These 
study  sessions  are  necessary  if  one  is  to 
keep  up  with  modern  ideas  and  methods 
and  help  others  to  do  this.  Also  worth- 
while was  a  Colloquium  on  Religious 
Education  in  Newfoundland  and  Labra- 
dor organized  by  the  Faculties  of  Edu- 
cation and  Religious  Studies  of  Memo- 
rial University. 

My  one  great  disappointment  was  that 
no  high  school  followed  my  suggestion 
of  a  series  of  talks  on  marriage  for 
Grade  11  students  and  their  parents  - 
to  be  given  by  a  priest,  a  doctor,  a  nurse, 
a  married  couple,  a  business  man  (on 
budgets)  et  cetera. 

Hi-Time  Magazine  has  a  good  series 
of  lessons  on  marriage  which  could  have 
been  of  great  help  to  each  speaker. 

I  am  grateful  to  the  Roman  Catholic 
School  Board  of  Humber-St.  Barbe  for 
having  made  it  possible  for  me  to  do  this 
work  in  such  a  choice  corner  of  the  vine- 
yard of  the  Lord. 


Western  Brook  Pond  - 
rocky  cliffs  are  2,200 
to  2,700  feet  in  height 


6 


from  our  ARCHIVES 


As  I  was  exploring  our  Archives  I  marvelled  at  the  foresight  of  our  founders  in 
the  early  days  of  our  formation.  The  following  shows  that  they  were  fifty  years 
ahead  of  the  times. 


Sisters  of  Service 

Loud,  insistent,  far  reaching  is  today  the  call  of  service.  In  every  realm  of 
human  activity  its  pressing  claims  and  unselfish  appeals  are  being  heard.  Gov- 
ernments, universities,  hospitals,  technical  schools,  libraries,  even  business 
concerns  have  service-bureaus  to  meet  these  claims  and  answer  these  appeals. 
Is  not  mutual  service  also  the  basic  idea  of  our  various  guilds,  frat-houses, 
Rotary  and  Kiwanis  Clubs,  and  of  the  many  fraternal  organizations  which 
characterize  our  times? 

This  universal  fact  reveals  two  salient  features  of  modern  society,  which 
seemingly  imply  a  paradox:  the  acute  demand  and  the  generous  supply  of 
service.  The  crying  inequality  in  social  conditions  created  by  the  accumula- 
tion of  wealth  in  the  hands  of  a  grasping  and  selfish  minority  is  offset,  to  a  great 
extent,  by  the  generous  and  universal  offer  of  service.  This  noble  trait  stands 
as  a  redeeming  feature  of  our  neo-pagan  society.  There  is  always  hope  as  long 
as  in  the  social  fabric  one  can  find  woven  into  its  texture  the  golden  thread  of 
Christian  Charity. 

Service  in  the  eyes  of  the  Catholic  Church  is  but  the  modern  translation  of 
Christian  Charity.  The  idea  of  service  has  indeed  always  been  fundamental  in 
the  principles  and  policies  of  the  Church.  Do  not  our  religious  orders  incarnate 
this  noble  ideal?  The  brother  and  sister  in  the  classroom,  the  nun  by  the  bed- 
side of  the  sick  and  dying,  the  sister  of  charity  who  cares  for  the  orphan,  the 
feeble-minded,  the  incurable,  the  old,  are,  by  the  sublime  dedication  of  their 
life,  the  living  embodiment  of  social  service.  Even  our  contemplative  orders, 
about  which  the  world  has  such  strange  views,  give  to  the  world  the  best  service 
man  can  give  to  his  brother,  the  service  of  prayer.  Their  silent  monasteries  are 
like  the  wireless  stations  on  the  Atlantic  coast;  from  them  incessantly  messages 
of  light,  consolation  and  comfort  are  flashed  to  those  struggling  on  stormy  seas. 
Let  us  not  forget  that  the  reversibility  of  merits,  whereby  the  innocent  often 
suffers  for  the  sinner,  rests  on  the  fundamental  law  of  Christian  solidarity. 

Yet  new  conditions  create  new  requirements.  The  human  deficiencies,  physi- 
cal, mental,  moral,  religious  -  which  create  the  vacuum  that  calls  for  the  inrush 
of  charity,  are  always  and  everywhere  the  same.  Only  the  ways  of  meeting 
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them,  if  they  are  to  be  efficient  and  radical,  very  often  change.  These  considera- 
tions have  recently  prompted  a  new  venture  in  the  field  of  Catholic  Apostolate 
in  Canada.  We  allude  to  the  foundation  of  the  "Sisters  of  Service." 

To  protect  and  strengthen  the  faith,  particularly  among  the  foreign-born  in  the 
outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada,  where  there  are  no  resident  priests;  to 
counteract  by  their  presence  and  their  work  in  the  school  and  home  the  influ- 
ence of  aggressive  and  unscrupulous  proselytizers :  these  are  the  two  principal 
objects  of  this  new  community.  These  Sisters  will,  therefore,  be  obliged  to  live 
in  small  groups,  scattered  here  and  there  on  the  prairies,  in  the  mining  and 
lumbering  centres,  having  to  sacrifice  very  often  the  dearest  privilege  of  relig- 
ious life,  daily  Mass  and  Holy  Communion.  These  sacrifices  will  be  the  gener- 
ous characteristics  of  the  order  of  the  "Sisters  of  Service,"  as  they  are  those  of 
another  order  created  by  similar  wants  and  existing  in  similar  environments. 
We  refer  to  the  daughters  of  Mother  Mary  McKillop,  in  Australia  and  New 
Zealand.  "Never  see  an  evil  without  trying  to  remedy  it,"  was  Mother  Mary's 
motto;  and  over  1 200  of  her  daughters  scattered  through  the  bush  and  mining 
towns  of  a  Continent,  are  now  striving  to  be  faithful  to  it.  What  the  Church  of 
Australia  has  done  and  are  doing  for  the  Church  in  their  country,  the  daugh- 
ters of  Canada  are  able  to  do  for  Her  throughout  their  Dominion. 

Facts  are  stubborn  things,  said  Newman.  Definite  forces  are  to  be  reckoned 
with.  It  is  a  fallacy  to  dispose  of  them  by  merely  deploring  their  baneful  influ- 
ences, or  to  sigh  over  the  havoc  wrought  by  others  who  take  facts  as  they  are 
and  shape  accordingly  their  policy  of  action.  To  meet  an  adverse  movement 
with  a  counter  movement  is  the  only  policy  which  assures  success  and  proves 
sincerity  of  purpose. 

What  are  the  facts  which  the  Church  has  to  face  in  Western  Canada?  An 
intense  immigration,  we  know,  has  scattered  over  the  Prairie  Provinces  and 
through  British  Columbia  settlers  from  all  parts  of  the  world.  These  hardy 
pioneers  are  wedded  to  the  soil  they  have  by  years  of  labour  converted  from  a 
barren  waste  into  beautiful  harvest  fields.  But  the  barriers  of  space,  climatic 
conditions,  differences  of  race  and  language,  the  materialistic  atmosphere  that 
prevails  through  the  West,  the  scarcity  of  priests,  are  so  many  obstacles  that 
make  the  organization  of  the  Church  very  problematical  for  the  next  few  de- 
cades in  the  outlying  districts.  In  the  meantime  the  harvest  of  souls  is  waiting, 
or  rather,  "other"  harvesters  are  busy  at  work  among  our  people.  The  leakage 
among  the  foreigners,  particularly  among  the  Ruthenians,  has  been  compara- 
tively heavy.  Were  it  to  continue  and  increase,  irreparable  would  be  the  losses 
of  the  Church  in  Canada. 

The  foundation  of  the  new  order  of  the  "Sisters  of  Service"  is  an  attempt 
to  meet  these  facts,  to  answer  the  requirements  of  this  new  field.  Their  life  is 


1f  The  most  lost  day  of  all  is  the  day  on  which  we  do  not  laugh.-  Nicolas  Chamfort. 
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but  another  interpretation  of  the  "to  be  all  to  all"  of  St.  Paul.  They  are  not  to 
interfere  with  the  activities  of  any  existing  order.  To  be  a  complement,  and  not 
a  substitute,  is  the  sole  ambition  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Like  the  Master,  they 
will  have  as  their  motto,  "I  have  come  to  serve."  As  teachers,  nurses  and  social 
workers  they  will  serve  the  Church  and  Country  on  the  long  stretched  border- 
line of  our  great  Western  hinterland.  Their  services  will  be  those  of  Christian 
charity  and  enlightened  patriotism.  .  .  . 

FATHER  G.  DALY,  C.SS.R.  (1922) 

What  is  a  Sister  of  Service? 

A  Sister  of  Service  is  a  woman  who  channels  all  the  qualities,  all  the  capacities 
of  her  feminine  nature  into  a  consecrated  love  of  God  and  neighbour.  Through 
her  vows  of  poverty,  chastity  and  obedience,  her  life  is  a  continuous  act  of 
worship. 

A  Sister  of  Service  is  a  mature  woman  whose  religious  training  has  equipped 
her  to  meet  the  modern  world  head-on;  to  be  in  the  world  and  of  it  because 
God  made  it  and  it  is  good.  But  she  freely  foregoes  much  that  the  world  has  to 
offer,  even  much  that  is  good  and  wholesome,  the  better  to  love  God  and  her 
neighbour. 

A  Sister  of  Service  is  a  woman  who  is  always  available,  especially  to  the 
spiritually  under-privileged  of  Christ's  flock,  for  whom  her  Institute  was 
founded. 

A  Sister  of  Service  is  a  woman  who  longs  to  show  the  love,  compassion  and 
understanding  of  Christ  to  all  the  souls  who  cross  her  path. 

A  Sister  of  Service  is  a  woman  of  prayer.  But  she  knows  that  she  does  not 
live  two  lives,  one  spiritual,  the  other  material.  She  has  but  one  life,  her  human 
life.  Her  destiny  is  to  be  united,  body  and  soul,  to  God  for  all  eternity  in 
Heaven.  She  realistically  strives  for  the  perfection  of  charity  in  her  human  liv- 
ing where  work  merges  into  prayer  and  prayer  into  work  unto  the  complete 
fulfilment  of  her  vocation  as  a  religious  woman. 

f.a.h.  (1964) 

Humour 

While  visiting  the  Castle  at  Edinburgh,  the  daily  one  o'clock  gun  went  off.  Our 
tour  conductor  told  us  a  little  story  of  the  lady  tourist  who  asked  a  guard  why 
this  gun  went  off  at  one  o'clock  instead  of  twelve.  "Madam,"  said  the  guard, 
"you're  in  Scotland  now.  It's  cheaper  to  fire  the  gun  at  one  o'clock  than  to  fire 
it  at  twelve." 

M.MAC. 
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Our  Lady  of  Good  Counsel  Church,  High  Level,  with  Sister  Viola  Mossey 


As  it  was  in  High  Level 

SISTER  MARY  MACDOUGALL 
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Now  that  I  have  left  High  Level  for  the 
second  time  (my  first  exodus  was  in 
1971)  maybe  some  memoirs  are  timely. 
I  have  many  pleasant  memories  to  medi- 
tate on  as  I  look  backward  rather  than 
forward.  When  I  first  saw  High  Level 
it  was  nothing  but  a  gas  station  and  a 
few  shacks  on  the  McKenzie  Highway 
in  the  wilds  of  Northern  Alberta.  It  was 
late  in  August  1951.  Sister  Gertrude 
Walsh  and  I  boarded  the  bus  at  Peace 
River  at  9  p.m.  We  were  headed  for 
Meander  River,  200  miles  to  the  north, 
to  teach  Catechism  on  the  Slavey  Indian 
Reserve  there.  Arriving  at  High  Level 
at  2  in  the  morning,  we  stepped  out  of 
the  bus  for  a  few  minutes  and  looked 
around.  Everything  was  black  and  silver 
-  the  black  of  the  forest  overlaid  with 
the  silver  of  moonlight  and  the  wolves 
howling  in  the  distance,  made  us  feel  we 
were  really  in  the  wilderness. 

We  arrived  at  Meander  River  at 
dawn,  and  started  to  walk  towards  the 
settlement,  a  few  hundred  yards  off  the 
highway.  As  we  walked  along  the  path 


to  the  village  we  heard  the  barking  of 
dogs  and  soon  the  Pastor,  Father  M.  Jal, 
o.m.i. ,  was  hurrying  along  to  greet  us. 
Father  took  us  to  his  house  which  he 
turned  over  to  us  for  our  stay  there, 
and  gave  us  breakfast.  We  spent  a  happy 
two  weeks  with  the  Indian  people  of 
Meander.  All  were  most  interesting,  if 
a  bit  shy,  and  gave  us  a  polite  welcome 
to  their  houses  and  tents. 

The  tents  were  made  of  fresh  green 
branches  and  looked  very  cool  and  com- 
fortable. Father  Jal  introduced  us  to  the 
adults  and  children  and  announced  the 
purpose  of  our  coming  -  Catechism  les- 
sons in  the  church  every  day  to  prepare 
for  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation. 

It  was  a  busy  time  -  the  children  at 
classes  and  the  grown-ups  at  the  moose 
hunt.  The  Indians  had  come  to  Father 
and  complained  that  they  had  no  meat. 
So  Father  gave  the  remedy:  ".  .  .  we'll 
say  a  prayer  to  God  and  then  you'll  go 
hunting."  The  hunt  resulted  in  a  bear 
and  two  moose.  The  meat  was  cut  up 
and  dressed  by  the  women  and  as  we 


f  Some  people  have  such  a  talent  for  making  the  best  of  a  bad  situation  that  they  go 
around  creating  bad  situations  just  so  they  can  make  the  best  of  them. 


New  house  at  High  Level 


strolled  about  the  settlement  we  saw 
roasts,  steaks,  stews,  et  cetera,  hanging 
on  the  tree  branches  and  the  pelts 
stretched  out  to  dry  after  being  scraped 
by  the  lady  butchers.  This  hanging  of 
meat  was  only  temporary,  as  it  was  later 
given  to  the  different  families. 


The  two  weeks  passed  too  quickly 
and  finished  up  with  the  excitement  of 
the  visit  of  Bishop  Routhier  of  Mc- 
Lennan, who  conferred  the  Sacrament 
of  Confirmation  -  the  first  time  the  good 
people  of  Meander  River  had  had  this 
privilege. 


The  public  school 


20  Years  Agrowin' 


After  this  experience  I  found  myself 
greatly  interested  in  that  area  of  the 
country  and  when  I  was  asked  to  come 
to  High  Level  to  teach  in  1969,  I  ac- 
cepted with  pleasure.  There  were  three 
of  us  to  start  this  new  work  -  Sister 
Teresa  Duffley,  Sister  Marie  MacDou- 
gall  and  I. 

It  wasn't  quite  like  the  early  days 
when  going  to  a  new  Mission  meant 
moving  into  an  empty  house  and  making 
it  habitable.  Our  Mission  at  Peace  River 
had  been  closed  the  previous  June  and 
Sister  Mary  Harding  had  charitably 
taken  it  upon  herself  to  bring  all  the 
furnishings  of  that  house  up  to  High 
Level  and  prepared  for  our  arrival.  On 
our  arrival  we  found  a  beautiful  little 
house,  a  new,  pre-fabricated  building 
owned  by  the  Diocese  and  with  a  satis- 
factory basement  which  was  due  wholly 
and  solely  to  the  planning  and  hard 
work  of  Father  Jal  and  his  parishioners. 
Father  Jal  was  now  the  pastor  of  High 
Level. 

High  Level  was  no  longer  just  a  filling 
station  and  two  shacks  but  a  thriving 
progressive  town  of  1700  people,  known 
as  the  Magnetic  Frontier  of  the  North. 


It  is  rather  typical  of  so  many  Canadian 
towns  that  have  sprung  up  almost  over- 
night in  the  wake  of  the  oil  industry. 
The  timber  belts,  oilfields,  and  rich  farm 
lands  provide  an  economic  base. 

We  felt  it  a  privilege  to  work  here  and 
made  many  friends  among  the  people  of 
the  town  who  welcomed  us  to  their 
hearts  and  homes.  They  are  proud  of 
their  town  and  work  devotedly  for  its 
progress  and  betterment.  A  new  sports 
complex,  additional  classrooms  and 
facilities  at  the  school,  a  new  and  dif- 
ferent Medical  Centre  -  all  this  has  been 
accomplished  in  a  very  few  years.  The 
present  project  is  an  all-season  swim- 
ming pool.  There  are  a  number  of 
churches  in  town,  that  is,  the  church 
members  are  there  although  the  build- 
ings are  missing  as  yet.  The  Lutheran, 
Anglican,  and  United  Churches  have  no 
edifices  of  their  own  -  they  use  the 
Catholic  Church  for  their  services  where 
they  are  welcomed  by  the  present  pastor, 
Rev.  Robert  Lesmerises,  o.m.i. 

Ecumenism  is  alive  and  well,  and 
living  in  High  Level.  At  Christmas  each 
year  all  the  ladies  of  the  town  plan  and 
participate  in  an  evening  of  prayer,  wor- 


Sister  Marie  MacDougall 
in  Grade  1  class 


ship  and  conviviality.  At  the  last  such 
evening  were  ladies  from  the  United, 
Lutheran,  Anglican,  Mormon,  Pente- 
costal and  Catholic  Churches.  Sister 
Joan  Schafhauser  was  asked  to  conduct 
the  Catholic  section  of  the  service  which 
she  did  by  means  of  Scripture  reading 
accompanied  by  suitable  slides  of  our 


Canadian  Rockies.  The  evening  finished 
on  a  social  note  with  games,  carol  sing- 
ing and  lunch. 

The  town  has  many  fraternal  organi- 
zations such  as  the  Canadian  Legion, 
Elks,  Knights  of  Columbus,  Royal 
Purple,  Catholic  Women's  League,  Boy 
Scouts  and  Brownies. 


Part  of  the  new  business  section 
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BUT  THEY  THAT  WAIT  UPON  THE  LORD 
SHALL  RENEW  THEIR  STRENGTH.  THEY 

SHALL  MOUNT  UP  WITH  WINGS  LIKE 

EAGLES:  THEY  SHALL  RUN  AND  NOT  BE 

WEARY:  THEY  SHALL  WALK  AND 
NOT  BE  FAINT. 

-  Isaiah  40:31 


In  spite  of  several  mail  strikes,  the  odd  letter  does  trickle  through  to  the 
Editor's  desk.  I'd  like  to  share  with  you  a  few  morsels  from  letters  picked 
at  random: 


Toronto,  Oct.  27,  1974 

Dear  Sister, 

The  field  at  home  is  always  enjoyed 
by  me,  so  please  keep  sending  it  to  me. 
This  last  one  brought  me  many  memo- 
ries. 

Sister  Gertrude  Walsh  was  mentioned 
in  this  issue:  she  is  the  very  first  Sister 
of  Service  I  set  eyes  on.  It  was  about 
7  a.m.  on  July  8  or  9,  1930,  at  the 
station  in  Vancouver.  I  was  the  first  girl 
to  come  off  a  train,  and  come  to  the  new 
Hostel  on  11th  and  Pine  Street.  The 
first  Hostel  had  been  on  Robinson  Street. 
Sister  Frances  Church  was  there:  she 
taught  us  music  and  elocution.  I  took 
both  lessons  -  I  was  the  Duke  of 
Magnificos  in  the  trial  scene  of  Merchant 
of  Venice.  Although  forbidden  to  use 
slang,  when  I  was  asked  who  I  was  sup- 
posed to  be  in  my  get-up  back  stage,  I 
said  I  was  the  "Duke  the  magnificent 
cuss." 

Sister  Mary  Ann  Bridget  Burke,  tiny 
and  very  Irish,  would  often  answer  the 
phone,  and  it  sounded  like  a  litany. 
Sister  Burke  at  the  phone  kept  saying 


"yes  dear"  and  "no  dear,"  and  Sister 
Church  would  respond  with  "Hope  it's 
not  a  priest."  We  had  a  lot  of  fun  and 
also  a  lot  of  hardship  too.  I've  been  on  a 
long  trip  this  summer  stopping  in  Van- 
couver. I  looked  through  the  phone 
book,  was  surprised  not  to  find  the 
Sisters  there  anymore.  But  then,  there's 
no  club  in  Toronto  either.  I  don't  know 
too  many  sisters  anymore,  after  all,  I'm 
passed  my  68th  birthday. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  good 
work. 

I  am, 
M.  F. 


Ottawa,  August  20,  1974 

I  enjoy  your  magazine  very  much  and 
would  not  like  to  miss  one  single  num- 
ber. 

Please  give  us  news  about  the  Sisters 
who  served  so  faithfully  at  Rosary  Hall 
in  Ottawa  for  many  years. 

Wishing  your  Order  much  success  in 
the  years  to  come 

M.M. 


feet  to  take  me  where  I'd  go 
And  eyes  to  see  the  sunset's  glow 
With  ears  to  hear  what  I  would  know 
Forgive  me  Lord  when  I  whine 
I'm  blessed,  indeed,  the  world  is  mine. 


16 


YOU  MAY  BE 
A  SISTER 
OF  SERVICE 

if  you  are 

•  over  twenty-one  years 

•  have  professional  or  technical  training 

or 

•  are  in  a  professional  or  technical  training  program 

You  need  good  health,  a  sense  of  humor  and  the  strong 
desire  to  give  yourself  .  .  . 

to  the  service  of  others, 
in  "constant  openness  to  the  Holy  Spirit" 
according  to  the  talents  of  each  and  the  needs  of 
all,  in  constant  search  for  new  forms  of  community 
living  in  an  era  of  permanent  change. 

Write  to: 

SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 

10  MONTCREST  BOULEVARD 

TORONTO,  ONTARIO  M4K  1J7 


sisrersxiof  ^service 


^^Pt4S^JL  apt 
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As  I  started  to  write  this  editorial  I  was  reminded  of 
the  Breton  Fisherman's  Prayer: 

"Dear  God  be  good  to  me 
The  sea  is  so  wide 
And  my  boat  is  so  small." 

I  am  overwhelmed  with  the  thought  of  how  wide  the 
sea  and  small  my  boat  -  the  thought  of  having  so 
much  to  write  about  and  I  prayed  for  the  ability  to 
write  a  worthwhile  Canadian  Birthday  message. 

On  July  1 ,  we  Canadians  will  celebrate  the  accom- 
plishment of  the  Confederation  one  hundred  and 
nine  years  ago.  Many  changes  have  come  about  since 
that  time.  Stories  of  those  days  may  seem  unrealistic 
to  some  in  the  present  generation.  But  these  tales  are 
nevertheless  true  and  interesting.  It  is  a  fact  that  for 
the  early  settlers  it  was  not  necessary  to  lock  the  door, 
so  that  anyone  who  wished  could  enter.  Oftentimes 
they  would  awaken  to  find  Indians  lying  before  the 
fire.  The  settlers  were  always  glad  to  have  someone 
come  along  and  share  their  hospitality. 

My  Birthday  wish  then  for  you  is  a  better  world 
in  which  mankind  acknowledges  only  one  race  - 
humanity. 
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Teaching:  My  Third  Career 


By  Margaret  Murphy,  S.O.S. 


Life  with  Grade  2  is  an  exciting  adven- 
ture. Their  lively  imaginations,  curiosity 
and  enthusiasm  carries  us  through  the 
quickly  passing  days. 

On  one  wall  of  the  classroom  'Snoopy' 
dances  in  glee,  announcing  that  he  got 
'A'  in  spelling.  Across  from  him,  'Don- 
ald Duck'  shouts  that  he  "has  something 
to  quack  about,"  as  each  creative  story 
is  proudly  displayed. 

The  bulletin  board  wall  serves  the  Re- 
ligion period  display.  Now  that  Easter 
season  is  over  and  the  Grade  2's  are  pre- 
paring for  first  Holy  Communion,  this 
wall  is  beginning  to  blossom  with  a  large 
picture  of  the  Last  Supper,  surrounded 
by  children  of  various  nations,  gathered 
in  celebration  of  the  Eucharist.  Posters 
of  the  various  words  of  Christ  add  sup- 
port to  the  central  theme.  Each  day  as 
we  sing  "All  you  Nations,  etc."  the  child- 
ren announce  and  pray  for  his  or  her 
particular  nation. 

At  our  science  corner  there  has  been 
feverish  activity  as  we  all  work  together 
on  the  Science  Fair  project.  This  time 
we  delved  into  the  secrets  of  the  hive  and 
found  it  bustling  with  intriguing  activity. 
So  many  thousands  of  bees,  each  group 
doing  its  particular  work  to  keep  all  go- 
ing smoothly. 

Queen  Bee,  from  an  orange  juice  car- 
ton, rolled  in  yellow  and  black  crepe 


f  That  the  birds  of  worry  and  care  fly  over  your  head  -  this  you  cannot  change 
But  that  they  build  nests  in  your  hair  -  this  you  can  prevent-  Chinese  Proverb 
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paper,  ruled  the  hive.  Her  courtiers,  the 
workers,  the  nursery  bees,  the  drones, 
guards,  etc.,  buzzing  busily  around  her, 
gave  evidence  of  the  social  organization 
of  this  wonderful  insect. 

We  learned  of  all  the  fascinating  bee 
'know-how'  and  marvelled  at  the  Creat- 
or. In  our  corner  of  the  Science  Fair 
bees  flitted  and  danced  in  all  directions 
sipping  the  sweet  nectar  of  the  conven- 
iently painted  flowers,  crawled  head-first 
into  honeycomb  cells.  All  this  activity 
finally  culminated  in  the  success  of  first 
prize,  to  the  delight  of  the  Grade  2's. 

The  subtle  lesson  during  all  these  bee 
activities  wasn't  lost,  for  if  bees  can 
work  together  for  the  good  of  all  in  the 
colony,  then  why  don't  we  humans  do 
the  same? 

Art,  being  a  favourite  subject,  comes 
into  every  phase  of  learning;  reading  re- 
sults in  illustrated  stories;  social  studies 
display  youthful  art  in  the  many  com- 
munity services;  religion  offers  ample 


opportunity  in  the  various  feasts  during 
the  year. 

The  holiday  preparation  inspired  all 
forms  of  art  from  mobile  Santas  to  a  full 
wall  depicting  the  Nativity.  Easter 
brought  the  joy  of  crayon-decorated 
eggs,  and  the  fun  of  coating  the  fingers 
as  well  as  the  eggs  with  dye.  The  Easter 
eggs  made  a  gayly  coloured  basket  to 
take  home. 

Then  during  Holy  Week  a  more  sol- 
emn and  reverent  time  as  little  ones 
meet  their  God  in  first  confession. 

We  had  a  relaxing  spring  break,  too 
short,  as  always.  Now  we  plunge  into  the 
formal  preparation  for  First  Holy  Com- 
munion. 

The  rapidly  passing  year  is  drawing  to 
a  close  and  still  much  to  do.  Oh!  we  do 
have  our  'down'  days  -  doesn't  every- 
one? Life  is  tremendously  exciting  when 
there  is  so  much  to  explore.  And  Win- 
nipeg's St.  John  Brebeuf  School  encour- 
ages initiative  and  exploration.  ■ 


In  hospitals  there  are  no  two  days  alike  -  each  day  brings  its 
sorrows,  joys  and  surprises.  One  has  to  be  ready  for  any  emergency. 

One  day  last  October  a  young  lad,  Frank  Block,  12  years  of 
age,  was  brought  into  emergency  from  school.  He  was  participating 
in  sports  and  suffered  a  fractured  left  femur.  About  a  day  or  so 
before  or  after  this  event  we  admitted  Brian  Cutting,  aged  1 1  years, 
who  had  a  fall  from  his  father's  tractor  and  suffered  a  toe 
amputation. 

No  one  would  have  been  surprised  if  these  boys  had  made  quite 
a  scene  and  felt  sorry  for  themselves.  To  the  amazement  of  all 
their  biggest  concern  was  "who  will  help  my  dad?  He  will  have  no 
one  to  help  him  with  the  tractor."  These  boys  were  hospitalized  in 
St.  John's  for  some  weeks.  Sister  Guest  visited  them  regularly  and 
tried  to  help  with  their  home  work.  When  Sister  was  speaking 
with  Frankie  one  day  he  mentioned  his  dad  to  her,  stating  that  his 
father  was  "old."  So  when  Sister  asked  how  old  his  father  was, 
Frankie  said,  "He  must  be  as  old  as  you  are.  He  is  5 1  years  old." 
After  a  few  minutes  of  reflection  Frankie  added:  "You  know,  on 
second  thought  I  think  you  are  older  than  my  dad.  You  know, 
Sister,  I  have  been  noticing  that  your  skin  is  too  big  for  your  bones 
and  that  is  why  you  have  wrinkles.  My  dad  hasn't  got  wrinkles  so  I 
think  you  are  older  than  he  is." 

Though  we  were  happy  these  two  boys  made  a  good  recovery, 
would  you  be  surprised  to  hear  that  they  were  very  much  missed  by 
the  staff  of  St.  John's? 

Editor 
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very  wllS  animal  of  fhoearth/to 
etybird  of,  the  air,  and  to  every 
creature  tfiat'crawls  on  the*eartn  and 
has  the  breath  of  fke,  fgiv&iheigreen 
plants  forfooti^'  Apdsofcwas. 
God  saw  tftatiiji  he  had  made  pas 
Very  good.  t*u    *  * 

1 1  k0.  Gen.  1 :30-31  I 


Newfoundland 
Religious 
Correspondence 
Courses 


Port  au  Choix:  Left  to  right  -  Sister  Emma,  R.S.R.,  Brother  A.  F.  Brennan, 
Sister  Hudon,  Bishop  Penney  and  Mr.  Frank  Kearsey 
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MORE  ON  THE  NEWFOUNDLAND  STORY 
By  ROSEMARIE  HUDON,  S.O.S. 


One  cold,  damp  fall  day  my  duties  as 
Religious  Consultant  for  the  Diocese  of 
St.  George  brought  me  to  a  class  of 
children  being  taught  in  a  country 
church.  There  were  desks  and  benches 
of  a  sort  and  the  altar  where  Holy  Mass 
was  celebrated  once  a  month  (weather 
permitting)  was  behind  closed  doors.  The 
18  children  were  delightful,  all  from 
Grades  1  to  6.  They  were  alert,  inter- 
ested and  polite.  They  were  also  excep- 
tionally good-looking  -  about  half  of 
them  were  red-haired.  The  teacher  was 
pedagogically  trained  but  totally  unfa- 
miliar with  the  Canadian  Catechism  and 
admitted  that  the  religion  class  consisted 
of  15  minutes  daily  when  he  took  the 
class  all  together  for  prayers,  or  an  ans- 
wer from  the  Catechism,  or  read  to  them 
some  holy  story.  He  felt  that  he  was  do- 
ing all  he  could. 

To  remedy  this  I  suggested  that  he  en- 
roll the  pupils  in  a  correspondence 
school  of  religion.  As  he  was  unable  to 
find  a  school  in  the  Maritimes  willing  to 
take  on  extra  pupils  at  that  time  of  year 
I  applied  to  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  Re- 
gina  and  the  class  was  accepted,  as  well 


as  two  more  schools -in  like  condition  in 
other  parts  of  the  school  district. 

The  teachers  in  these  Catholic  schools 
had  the  advantage  that  the  supervision 
of  these  lessons  could  be  done  most 
regularly  during  the  normal  school 
hours.  Time  has  brought  improvement. 
Under  the  direction  of  the  present  Reli- 
gious Consultant,  Sister  Elizabeth  Foley, 
Congregation  of  the  Holy  Rosary,  these 
schools  are  now  following  the  regular 
course  of  the  Canadian  Catechism. 

In  my  travels  I  met  one  mother  of  12 
who  told  me  that  she  had  been  able  to 
send  her  oldest  daughter  to  her  sister  in 
St.  John's  when  it  was  time  for  her  to 
make  her  First  Holy  Communion,  but 
the  girl  had  had  no  further  religious  in- 
struction since  that  time.  This  girl  was 
then  in  Grade  8  and  none  of  the  other 
children  had  had  even  that  advantage. 
In  another  village  there  were  eight  Cath- 
olic families  with  children.  The  eight 
fathers  were  brothers  and  four  of  the 
wives  were  converts.  They  greatly  appre- 
ciated the  help  given  by  the  textbooks 
and  corrected  lessons. 

In  September  of  1972,  Sister  Mary 


tf  Serenity  and  joyfulness  are  the  Sun  under  which  everything  thrives.  -  Jean  Paul 


Dominic,  P.V.B.M.,  and  I  visited  pupils 
on  the  South  Coast  -  Rameo,  Burgeo, 
Rencontre  East,  English  Harbour  East, 
Grande  le  Pierre  and  Terenceville. 

Regina  Too  Distant 

We  are  convinced  that  there  are  many 
advantages  from  correspondence  cor- 
rection at  the  local  level,  as  Regina  is 
too  distant  when  one  considers  the  vag- 
aries of  the  mail  system,  the  inclement 
weather  of  our  province  and,  not  least, 
the  frequent  mail  strikes.  It  seemed  ob- 
vious that  the  natural  choice  for  a  centre 
would  be  in  Corner  Brook.  With  this  in 
mind,  I  approached  Mother  James,  then 
the  Mother  General  of  the  Presentation 
Order  in  Newfoundland.  In  September 
1972  two  of  her  Sisters,  Sister  Clement 
McCarthy  and  Sister  Mary  Dominic, 
were  named  to  take  up  this  work.  They 
opened  their  office  at  All  Hallows  Con- 
vent, Humbermouth. 

Sister  Pauline  Coates,  S.O.S.,  who  has 
had  20  years  experience  in  our  Regina 
Catechism  House,  spent  three  weeks 
with  the  Presentation  Sisters  when  they 
opened  their  office,  giving  assistance  in 
setting  up  an  office  routine  and  correc- 
tion procedures. 

A  year  later  Sister  Monica  Fagan 
came  to  join  the  staff.  At  one  time  there 
were  255  names  on  filing  cards  and  I  am 
sure  there  are  many  others  just  waiting 
to  be  found. 

It  is  easily  understood  by  anyone  who 
has  had  dealings  with  correspondence 
lessons  that  their  success  or  failure  de- 
pends in  a  great  measure  on  the  interest 
and  encouragement  of  the  parish  priests 
and  their  assistants.  Their  show  of  plea- 
sure of  work  well  done  keeps  many  a 
child  working  to  the  full  extent  of  abil- 
ity. We  were  fortunate  in  having  priests 
who  gave  us  full  co-operation  and  ren- 
dered every  assistance  possible.  They  set 
up  meetings  in  their  various  missions 
and  did  home  visiting  to  encourage  both 
parents  and  children  in  this  important 
work. 

It  is  no  exaggeration  to  say  that  my 
welcome  in  Newfoundland  homes  could 


not  have  been  warmer.  Arriving  by 
coastal  boat  at  Ramea,  an  island  off  the 
south  coast,  I  was  met  by  Mrs.  Warren 
who  told  me  that  the  woman  who  had 
planned  to  be  my  hostess  was  at  camp 
with  her  two  children.  There  was  no 
road,  not  even  a  trail,  so  they  must  use 
a  boat.  The  water  had  been  so  rough  for 
the  past  two  days  that  she  could  not  get 
home  to  receive  me.  Mrs.  Warren  wel- 
comed me  into  her  home.  She  told  me 
as  we  strolled  up  the  hill  that  her  mother 
lived  with  her  and  was  so  happy  to  have 
me  stay  with  them.  And  truly,  the  little 
lady  was  overjoyed.  At  the  supper  table 
she  kept  looking  at  me  and  sighing,  "To 
think  we  have  a  Sister  in  the  house!" 
Mr.  Warren  added,  "That  is  true;  there 
may  have  been  some  Sisters  who  got  off 
a  boat  and  walked  on  the  dock,  but 
you  are  the  first  to  walk  up  to  the 
house." 

The  next  morning  at  breakfast  I  asked 
if  grandmother  had  slept  well.  She  an- 
swered, "I  was  awake  most  of  the  night 
just  thinking,  'there  is  a  really,  truly  Sis- 
ter in  the  house.'  And  I  thanked  God." 

In  my  visits  to  Catholic  schools  in  the 
Great  Northern  Peninsula  I  used  to  pass 
by  two  picturesque  villages.  I  thought, 
"No  Catholic  school,  so  no  need  to 
stop."  Then  one  day  I  heard  from  the 
pastor  of  the  district  that  there  were  six 
brothers  married  and  living  in  one  or 
other  of  these  towns.  They  were  Catho- 
lics, perhaps  the  only  Catholics  there, 
hence  no  church  had  been  built  in  either 
place.  With  some  difficulty  I  got  one  of 
the  wives  by  phone  and  she  invited  me 
to  her  house,  promising  that  she  would 
have  the  other  five  wives  there.  We  had 
a  great  meeting  in  her  kitchen  over  tea. 
The  result  of  this  meeting  was  the  en- 
rolling of  about  14  children  in  the  Re- 
gina Correspondence  School. 

Where  Vikings  Visited 

In  late  June  I  visited  the  archeological 
site  at  L'Anse  aux  Meadows.  The  digs 
there  prove  that  the  Vikings  spent  more 
than  one  winter  right  at  the  tip  of  the 
Northern  Peninsula.  While  visiting  at 
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Parsons  Pond,  my  friends  took  me  to  see 
'The  Arches'  not  far  from  their  home. 
Not  more  than  50  or  so  yards  out  in  the 
Gulf  are  eight  natural  stone  arches  about 
300  or  more  feet  high.  It  reminded  me  of 
similar  formations  at  Perce  Rock  in 
Quebec. 

I  went  to  St.  Anthony  for  the  blessing 
of  the  new  school  at  Goose  Cove.  This 
is  a  large  town  on  the  eastern  side  of  the 
Peninsula.  Looking  out  to  sea  one  can 
imagine  looking  north  to  Greenland  and 
east  to  Ireland.  Looking  around,  only 
rocks  can  be  seen  -  no  trees,  no  bushes, 
no  grass.  The  new  school  was  a  wonder- 
ful improvement  over  the  old  ramshackle 
building.  There  are  always  surprises  in 
Newfoundland.  This  time  it  was  to  find 
that  the  young  Principal  was  a  gourmet 
cook.  He  had  cooked  the  banquet  which 
followed  Holy  Mass.  Now  he  could  sit 
down  and  leave  the  serving  to  the  teach- 
ers and  other  women  volunteers;  and 
the  waiting  on  tables  to  the  pupils,  who 
had  been  exceedingly  well  trained. 

Perhaps  we  can  understand  Joey 
Smallwood's  pride  in  his  province,  as 
shown  in  the  following  story. 

Joey  Smallwood,  famous  Premier,  left 
Confederation  Building  in  his  black  lim- 
ousine and  sped  home  to  Roche's  Line 
well  above  speed  limit.  A  rookie  traffic 
cop  caught  up  with  the  car,  stopped  it 
and  wrote  out  a  ticket.  When  he  handed 
the  ticket  in  by  the  window  he  recog- 


nized the  driver.  "O  my  God,"  he  said. 
And  Joey  answered:  "And  you'd  better 
remember  that." 

The  origin  of  many  Newfoundland 
place  names  is  a  fascinating  study  in  it- 
self, and  at  some  time  or  other,  nearly 
all  her  historians  have  devoted  consider- 
able time  and  research  to  explain  some 
of  them. 

Many  French  Names 

The  French,  who  colonized  a  part  of 
the  island  and  later  held  fishing  rights 
for  centuries,  left  a  host  of  place  names, 
some  of  which  have  lasted  through  years 
of  mispronunciation  by  settlers  of  Brit- 
ish origin.  We  find  such  names  as  Gaul- 
tois,  Bay  l'Argent,  Bay  de  Vieux,  l'Anse 
a  l'Eau,  and  Bay  d'Espoir  (locally  call- 
ed Bay  Despair).  Some  other  exaxmples 
of  delightful  Newfoundland  nomencla- 
ture are:  Jerry's  Nose,  Joe  Batt's  Arm, 
Blow-Me-Down,  Run-By-Guess.  These 
must  have  been  named  by  rugged  indi- 
viduals with  imagination.  Then  there 
are  names  which  seem  to  betoken  happy 
contented  settlers:  Heart's  Desire, 
Heart's  Delight  and  Angel  Cove. 

One  meditates  on  the  reasons  for  all 
these  names.  It  is  easy  to  imagine  a  story 
behind  such  names  as  Cape  Onion,  Tur- 
nip Cove,  Mutton  Cove,  Tea  Cove,  Mis- 
taken Cove,  Savage  Cove,  Chimney 
Cove,  Button  Island,  Petticoat  Island, 
Devil  Cove  and  Harbour  Harbour.  ■ 
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For  the  Little  People 


ST.  FRANCIS  DE  SALES 


Well,  youngsters,  tonight  we  are  going  to  talk  to  you  about  a  good  man  who 
was  especially  known  for  holding  back  his  temper.  I  mean  really  holding  it 
back.  People  used  to  call  him  the  "meek  one."  (Meek  means  that  you  don't 
give  in  to  your  temper.)  This  man  laughed  when  he  heard  about  it.  He  told  one 
of  his  friends:  "For  40  years  my  temper  has  been  so  bad  that  I  sometimes  had 
to  run  into  my  room  and  hold  my  heart  with  both  hands."  But  nobody  ever 
knew.  He  held  back! 

Anger  is  a  pretty  bad  thing.  Nobody  wants  you  around  at  parties  and  things 
like  that  if  you  always  have  to  have  your  own  way  and  lose  your  temper  if  you 
don't  get  it.  Yelling  and  screaming  do  not  prove  that  you  are  four-star  knuckle- 
heads. 

So,  let's  take  a  look  at  St.  Francis.  He  is  my  patron  saint.  When  I  went  to  the 
novitiate  (where  you  make  up  your  mind  finally  about  being  a  priest),  I  did  not 
even  know  that  there  was  more  than  one  St.  Francis.  The  priest  who  had 
charge  of  us  (the  novice  master)  asked  me  after  which  St.  Francis  I  was  named. 
I  did  not  know,  so  he  took  one  look  at  me  and  suggested  that  I  take  St.  Francis 
de  Sales,  because  he  was  a  gentleman  saint.  Now,  whatever  do  you  think  he 
meant  by  that?  (Mothers,  explain!)  On  looking  back,  perhaps  our  class  was  a 
little  rough.  But  that  was  over  25  years  ago.  God  bless  them  all. 

But  about  young  Francis.  He  was  bullheaded,  all  right,  and  he  sure  did  land 
into  trouble  with  it.  His  mother  told  him  to  stay  out  of  the  kitchen  one  time 
and  to  keep  away  from  the  pies  she  had  baked.  But  not  our  little  Francis.  He 
sneaked  in,  like  you  do,  and  sank  his  teeth  into  a  cherry  pie.  It  was  just  out  of 
the  oven,  and  it  was  like  fire  in  his  mouth,  so  he  just  stood  there,  in  his  full 
eight-year  growth,  screaming  for  his  mother,  like  you  do.  That's  why  I  said  you 
were  knuckleheads.  Don't  you  understand  that  your  mother  loves  you?  That's 
why  she  tells  you  what  to  do  and  what  not  to  do. 

Well,  anyway,  by  that  eternal  miracle  that  lets  children  make  their  way 
through  all  the  cyclones  of  childhood,  Francis  got  up  to  his  eleventh  birthday. 
There  was  one  time  when  he  thought  he  was  not  going  to  make  it.  Seems  that 


f  Even  a  mosquito  doesn't  get  a  slap  on  the  back  until  he  starts  work 


The  Sword  Fighter  with  a  Temper 


By  Frank  Lee,  C.Ss.R. 
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he  had  a  cousin  in  his  schoolroom,  and  this  cousin  was  always  goofing  off.  One 
day  he  really  got  into  trouble  and  was  about  to  be  thrown  out  of  school,  but 
Francis  got  up  and  told  the  teacher  that  he,  Francis,  had  really  been  the 
guilty  one,  and  the  teacher  promptly  took  a  stick  and  warmed  Francis'  seat. 
You  can  see  right  away  that  his  bullheadedness  was  getting  him  into  big 
trouble.  He  was  beginning  even  to  lie  because  of  his  bullheadedness,  and  a  lie 
is  never  any  good.  He  had  wanted  to  be  a  big  shot  by  taking  his  cousin's  punish- 
ment, but  that  did  not  help  his  cousin  grow  up  to  be  a  truthful  man.  And  it  cer- 
tainly did  not  help  Francis,  because  he  had  to  eat  off  the  mantelpiece  for  a 
few  days. 

But  the  childhood  days  were  about  over  now,  and  our  Lord  began  to  nudge 
Francis.  I  guess  you  might  call  it  a  nudge  or  a  push,  or  really,  a  grace.  They  all 
mean  the  same  thing  for  our  purpose  here.  It  means  that  your  brain  sort  of 
lights  up,  and  you  know  you  have  time  to  make  a  visit  to  our  Lord  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  on  your  way  home  from  school  and  you  do  it;  or  you  know 
that  it  is  not  your  turn  to  do  dishes,  but  your  sister  and  brother  have  an  awful 
lot  of  homework,  and  you  take  their  place.  (But  on  the  next  night,  don't  take  it 
all  back  by  saying:  "I  did  them  last  night!") 

However,  back  to  our  story  of  Francis.  Well,  he  had  this  grace  from  God, 
this  little  push  toward  real  holiness,  and  he  did  not  turn  it  down.  At  first,  he 
thought  he  would  be  a  great  lawyer  and  fight  for  what  was  right  in  the  law 
courts  and  please  God  that  way.  But  our  Lord  had  some  other  ideas.  He  wanted 
Francis  to  be  a  priest! 

Now  we  have  to  understand  that  Francis  was  living  at  a  time  when  things 
were  different  from  right  now.  Nowadays  good  Protestants  and  good  Catholics 
are  honestly  trying  to  get  together  to  see  what  can  be  done  about  having  one 
flock  and  one  shepherd.  In  those  days  they  spent  a  lot  of  time  fighting  each 
other  -  swords  and  everything.  The  young  man  Francis  sort  of  saw  through 
things,  and  he  said:  "Catholics  should  learn  to  be  angels  before  they  become 
avenging  angels."  That  word  "avenging"  is  probably  a  little  rough  for  the 
moppet  crowd.  It  means  that  you  had  better  be  sure  that  you  yourself  are  holy 
before  you  start  telling  somebody  else  how  unholy  he  is. 

Understand  now,  and  don't  get  me  wrong.  Francis  was  no  sissy.  In  fact,  he 
was  possibly  the  best  swordsman  around  the  Parish.  And,  with  his  temper,  he 
had  to  prove  his  ability  with  the  sword  quite  often.  He  did  not  kill  anybody; 
just  sort  of  knicked  them  to  let  them  know  who  was  boss. 

But  all  this  time,  while  Francis  was  studying  law,  our  Lord  was  sort  of  lead- 
ing him  along.  One  of  the  best  things  that  happened  to  him  was  when  our  Lord 
gave  him  the  idea  that  he  ought  to  start  going  to  the  same  priest  whenever  he 
went  to  confession.  That  way  the  priest  could  know  him  real  well  and  help  him 

Continued  on  page  14 


%  He  who  stays  behind  you  to  kick  at  you  will  never  get  ahead  of  you 
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A  Pictorial  Peep  into  Sister  C.  Donnelly's  Memoirs 

THE  CARIBOO  TRAIL  -  1934-1936 


Father  Forbes,  our  genial  host  at  the  On  the  way  north  to  Quesnel  -  Soda 

Cariboo  Indian  Mission,  150  Mile  House,  Creek  ranchery  where  Father  Thomas 

near  Williams  Lake,  B.C.  (1936)  ministered  to  some  of  his  Indians  (1936) 


Our  milk-house  palace  on  the  isnardy 
Ranch.  God  bless  them!  (Sister  I.  Faye 
and  Sister  C.  Donnelly  -1934) 


Getting  ready  for  dinner  at  the 
Quesnel  River  (1936) 


Getting  through  the  woods  via  the 
short-cut  to  the  O.M.I.  Mission  - 
150  Mile  House  (1934) 


This  trapper's  home  is  at  the  very  end 
of  the  trail  north  of  Quesnel  River.  We 
could  go  no  further  with  a  car  (1936) 


Teaching  the  Cantin  family  near  their 
home,  at  the  ferry,  on  the  Quesnel  River 
(Sister  Faye) 


At  North  Bridge  Lake.  We  stayed  with  this 
Swiss  family  for  meals  and  taught  the 
children  and  their  cousins.  This  area  is 
isolated,  miles  from  a  town  (1936) 


West  of  the  Fraser  River  in  the  Chilcoten 
country  near  Meldrum  Creek.  Our  shelter 
was  a  huge  tree  -  camp  fires  on  the 
ground  cooked  our  meals.  We  had  an 
abundance  of  wood.  Here  we  had  Jack 
Tressiera,  a  cowboy,  37  years  old,  for 
one  of  our  devoted  pupils. 


On  a  trail  on  side  road  on  Koster's  Ranch 
at  Canoe  Creek,  B.C.  This  ranch  is  40,000 
acres  of  mountain  country  (1936) 


After  Confirmation  at  Springhouse. 
Back  row:  Sister  C.  Donnelly,  Father  A.  L. 
Mclntyre,  Archbishop  Duke  and 
Sister  I.  Faye 


This  is  at  Big  Bar  Mountain  Creek, 
confluence  with  the  Fraser.  It  is  west  of 
Clinton,  B.C.  Several  riders  and  a  few  of 
the  people  saw  us  off  on  a  trip  along  the 
Fraser  River  where  cars  could  not  travel 
safely.  We  were  on  an  errand  rounding  up 
people  for  Mass  at  the  Community  Hall, 
and  for  a  Baptism. 


FOR  THE  LITTLE  PEOPLE  -  Continued 

make  big  decisions  (especially  about  the  priesthood).  You  should  all  keep  that 
in  mind  all  your  life.  Try  to  go  to  the  same  priest  for  each  confession,  so  you 
can  talk  to  him  in  case  you  have  to  make  a  big  decision  sometime.  That  way  he 
knows  what  kind  of  person  you  are  and  can  help  you  all  the  more.  Of  course, 
you  don't  have  to. 

Well,  by  now  you  guessed  it.  Yes,  Francis  became  Father  Francis  de  Sales. 
Believe  me,  it  wasn't  easy.  When  he  began  to  turn  to  thoughts  of  becoming  a 
priest,  his  buddies  at  law  school  used  to  give  him  a  pretty  hard  time  when  they 
saw  him  running  out  to  Mass  each  morning,  even  though  the  rule  was  that  he 
(and  all  Catholics)  could  go  to  Holy  Communion  only  a  few  times  a  year.  (You 
are  lucky,  youngsters.  Every  morning  you  can  receive  our  Lord,  your  tongue 
once  more  becoming  the  cradle  of  Bethlehem.) 

And  don't  be  surprised  if  you  find  yourself  in  the  same  kind  of  trouble  as 
Francis  in  grade  school  or  further  along  the  line.  There  will  always  be  some- 
body there  to  laugh  at  you  when  you  try  to  be  good.  Just  be  bullheaded  for  God 
like  St.  Francis  was.  Don't  ever  let  anybody  tell  you  that  you  have  to  be  in  his 
or  her  gang  or  go  with  him  or  her.  Stand  back,  and  make  up  your  own  mind 
about  that.  The  real  flop  is  the  boy  or  girl  who  is  not .  bullheaded  enough 
to  tell  somebody  off  when  that  person  wants  him  to  do  something  that  he  knows 
is  wrong. 

Just  before  he  decided  to  be  a  priest,  Francis  had  one  good  fight  over  all  this. 
He  was  walking  down  a  street  one  dark  night,  and  a  bunch  of  the  college  crowd, 
with  masks  on,  jumped  on  him  and  cried  out: 

"Throw  down  your  rosary-" 

Well,  they  picked  on  the  wrong  person.  Francis  reached  beneath  his  cloak, 
and  I  guess  the  college  fellows  thought  he  was  going  to  pull  out  his  rosary. 
Nothing  doing  -  Francis  pulled  out  his  sword,  backed  into  a  corner,  and  fought 
them  all  until  they  sneaked  away,  realizing  this  man  could  fight  as  well  as  pray. 

It  is  getting  late  now,  and  anyway  I  just  wanted  to  tell  you  about  the  young 
Francis,  not  about  his  later  life.  Yes,  he  became  a  priest,  and  after  that  a  bishop, 
a  great  bishop.  With  the  right  kind  of  bullheadedness,  he  fought  for  our  Lord 
until  his  last  breath.  There  is  part  of  Switzerland  and  a  city  called  Geneva 
where  many  strong  and  courageous  Catholics  are  to  be  found.  Their  spiritual 
father  is  St.  Francis  de  Sales. 

He  was  a  great  saint,  children,  a  great  gentleman.  And  if  there  was  anger  in 
his  heart,  he  turned  it  against  the  enemies  of  his  dear  Master,  our  Lord. 

He  turned  his  anger  against  their  sins.  His  Master  would  never  let  him  hate 
the  sinners.  Otherwise,  he  would  not  be  SAINT  Francis. 

Now  go  to  sleep!  ■  From  Bedtime  Stories  of  the  Saints 


%  Ask  God's  blessing  on  your  work  but  do  not  also  ask  Him  to  do  it  -  Waggerl 
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MORE  ABOUT  HIGH  LEVEL 


By  Mary  MacDougall,  S.O.S. 

Health  and  Welfare . . . 


Until  very  recently,  one  of  the  problems 
here,  as  in  so  many  small  northern  com- 
munities, was  that  of  medical,  dental 
and  social  services.  Devoted,  hard- 
working and  imaginative  public  health 
nurses  had  done  a  tremendous  job  in 
this  area.  But  a  town  of  1,700  people 
plus  those  of  the  outlying  districts,  needs 
more  than  that.  After  much  effort  and 
planning  on  the  part  of  the  Town  Coun- 
cil and  other  public-spirited  groups,  the 
High  Level  Health  Centre  came  into  be- 
ing. This  centre  is  one  of  only  two  such 
in  Canada,  the  other  being  at  Medicine 
Hat  (Alberta). 

One  end  of  this  building  houses  a  25- 
bed  hospital.  In  the  other  end  are  the 
Public  Health  and  Social  Service  offices 
and  staff.  Three  doctors,  a  dentist,  social 
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Sister  Joan  Schafhauser 


Denver  Developmental  Testing  - 
catching  a  bounced  ball 


workers  and  nurses  now  look  after  the 
many  health  needs  of  this  and  surround- 
ing areas  -  Paddle  Prairie,  Rainbow 
Lake,  Meander  River,  Rocky  Lane  and 
Assumption  are  some  of  the  settlements 
served  by  this  medical  and  dental  team. 

S.O.S.  Involved  Also 

The  Sisters  of  Service  are  involved  in 
this  work,  also.  Sister  Joan  Schafhauser 
is  now  in  her  second  year  of  Public 
Health  work.  As  well  as  her  work  in 
the  town,  she  spends  two  days  each  week 
in  areas  outside  High  Level  and  covers 
many  miles  in  the  little  car  provided  to 
her  for  this  work.  When  snowdrifts 
are  high  and  temperatures  are  low  - 
well,  one  realizes  that  the  words  'chal- 
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lenge  of  the  North'  is  not  a  meaningless 
phrase. 

Chatting  with  Sister  Joan  over  the  tea- 
cups one  day  I  suddenly  seemed  to  get 
a  whole  new  viewpoint  on  the  prevention 
and  cure  of  illness.  As  a  teacher  I  sup- 
pose my  main  concern  was  with  the 
three  R's  and  the  cognitive  processes. 
Sister  Joan's  great  concern  is  with 
health,  especially  that  of  the  children.  As 
she  says,  Public  Health  focuses  its  at- 
tention on  serving  people  in  their  usual 
environment  -  home,  school,  work.  For 


Immunization  needle 


Infant  vision  check 
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the  doctors  and  nurses  of  High  Level 
this  means  that  a  great  variety  of  activi- 
ties -  weekly  clinics  in  outlying  areas, 
school  programs  of  immunization  and 
other  preventive  health  measures,  Den- 
ver developmental  testing  for  pre-school- 
ers. 

Classes  on  nutrition,  home-nursing 
and  pre-natal  work  are  held  regularly  at 
the  Centre.  The  chief  of  the  medical 
team  is  Dr.  Tom  McGuire,  a  wonderful 
Irishman  from  Dublin.  His  solution  for 
problems  is  to  make  the  Sign  of  the 


Denver  Developmental  Testing  - 
heel-to-toe  walk 


Dental  check-up 


Cross  and  attack  them  head-on  -  but 
that's  another  story. 

This  year  there  are  two  religious  com- 
munities working  for  the  betterment  of 
life  in  general  in  High  Level.  Besides 
ourselves,  the  Sisters  of  Providence  work 


here  -  Sister  Margaret  O'Connell  is  Su- 
pervisor of  the  Public  Health  work  and 
her  companion,  Sister  Orieta  Belanger, 
travels  many  miles  each  week  to  teach 
Religion  classes  in  two  Indian  Reserve 
schools.  ■ 


Teaching  Activities  . . . 


The  High  Level  School  started  in  a  small 
way  with  four  classrooms.  Today  there 
are  additional  classrooms  and  30  teach- 
ers teaching  Kindergarten  to  Grade  12. 
Many  group  activities  take  place  in  the 
school  after  hours  -  sports  in  the  gym, 
adult  education  classes,  sewing  groups  in 
the  Home  Economics  room,  Girl  Guides, 
Boy  Scouts,  religious  services,  Sunday 
school  work,  and  many  other  education- 
al and  recreational  projects. 

The  first  works  of  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice in  High  Level  were  teaching  and 
home  visiting.  Sister  Marie  MacDougall 
teaches  Grade  1 .  Since  little  children  are 
the  most  refreshing  and  original  of 
God's  creatures,  life  in  this  classroom  is 
guaranteed  to  be  brisk,  colourful  and 
very  interesting.  One  of  Sister's  amus- 
ing stories  concerned  a  small  crisis  in 
the  classroom  when  some  child  report- 
ed to  her  that  a  quarter  had  been  stolen 
from  his  desk.  Sister  had  recently  told, 
in  Religion  class,  the  story  of  Judas  and 
the  betraying  kiss.  When  taking  up  with 
the  class  the  matter  of  the  missing 
money,  she  said,  "It  seems  we  have  a 
Judas  in  this  room."  A  small  voice  piped 
up  from  a  back  seat:  "The  next  thing 
will  be  the  kiss!" 

Sister  Teresa  Duffley  taught  Religion 
to  Grade  2  and  did  much  home  visiting, 
explaining  and  encouraging  Catholic 
parents  in  the  important  work  of  helping 
their  children  live  their  religious  be- 
liefs. Sister  prepared  these  children  for 
their  First  Communion  and  I  still  re- 
member the  beautiful  ceremony.  There 
were  about  20  little  ones  and  they  par- 
ticipated fully  in  the  Liturgy  -  read  the 


lessons,  sang  the  hymns,  served  at  the 
altar,  read  petitions,  formed  the  Offer- 
tory procession  and  finally,  in  great  tri- 
umph, received  their  Lord  for  the  first 
time.  I  always  feel  very  humble  when 
looking  at  these  little  ones  in  their 
purity.  But,  also,  I  can't  help  thinking  of 
those  comforting  words  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  spoken  through  His  prophet  Dan- 
iel, "The  learned  will  shine  as  brightly 
as  the  vault  of  heaven  and  those  who 
have  instructed  many  in  virtue,  as  bright 
as  stars  for  all  eternity." 

Sometimes  Frustrating  Teenagers 

My  lot  in  the  High  Level  School  was 
cast  with  that  restless,  yeasty,  loveable, 
and  sometimes  frustrating  section  of  hu- 
manity known  as  Teenagers.  I  taught 
them  (at  various  levels)  English,  Social 
Studies,  Business  Education  and,  of 
course,  Religion.  Last  year  my  Religion 
class  was  a  once-a-week  lesson  to  Grades 
7  and  8,  given  in  the  evenings  at  the 
parish  church.  Through  the  Grade  7 
course  of  the  Canadian  Catechism,  we 
tried  to  look  into  the  Old  Testament  and 
apply  its  teaching  to  our  own  lives.  With 
the  help  of  records,  film  strips  and  par- 
ticipation in  the  Divine  Liturgy,  we  pro- 
gressed through  the  year's  course.  We 
planned  a  Liturgy  where  the  readings, 
hymns,  petitions,  Procession  were  car- 
ried through  by  the  students.  Some  of 
the  petitions  were  very  revealing.  Par- 
ent-teacher interviews  in  school  were 
taking  place  at  this  time  and  one  boy's 
petition  ran  as  follows:  "For  the  kids, 
when  Mom  gets  home  from  the  inter- 
view. We  pray  to  the  Lord." 
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During  my  last  year  in  High  Level,  I 
did  part-time  teaching  (substituting  for 
absent  teachers)  and  had  a  variety  of  ex- 
periences. I  was  in  the  Industrial  Arts 
section  several  times.  It  was  a  very  in- 
teresting place  once  I  persuaded  myself 
that  no  student  was  losing  his  head, 
hands  or  feet  in  the  machinery  that 
buzzed  and  hummed  all  around  me.  One 
day  a  passion  for  making  knives  seemed 
to  overtake  the  Grade  7  boys.  Once  they 
get  started  these  ideas  spread  through  a 
class  like  a  prairie  grass  fire.  After 
checking  with  the  authorities  and  getting 
the  'Go'  sign,  I  specified  that  the  knives 
be  small  ones.  But  one  boy  had  large 
ideas  -  while  I  was  occupied  at  one  end 
of  the  area  he  set  to  work  and  made  him- 
self a  knife  that  would  have  done  credit 
to  a  Saracen  in  the  Crusader  wars.  Of 
course  it  had  to  be  confiscated,  to  his 
sorrow.  I  told  him  that  discretion  was 
the  better  part  of  valor  and  took  it  away 
from  him.  He  felt  extremely  put  upon. 

The  Indian  Reserve  of  Meander  River 
is  44  miles  north  of  High  Level.  Last 


year  this  magazine  had  an  account  of 
Sister  Eileen  Gallagher's  work  in  the 
school  there.  Sister  is  still  there  enjoy- 
ing the  heady  atmosphere  of  being  the 
supreme  authority  in  Grade  1 .  ■ 


Editor's  Note:  In  travelling  from  Ed- 
son,  Alberta,  to  my  new  mission  in 
Toronto,  I  visited  a  few  of  our  north- 
ern Alberta  missions,  including  High 
Level,  500  miles  north  of  Edmonton. 
The  temperature  at  that  time  was 
-47°  F.  in  High  Level.  We  planned 
on  going  to  Meander  River  but  the 
temperature  there  was  -62°  F.  Just 
figure  that  out  in  Celsius  but  take  my 
word  for  it,  it  was  COLD!  We  didn't 
make  it  to  Meander  River  as  the  bat- 
tery refused  to  co-operate  so  we 
bravely  faced  the  elements  and  visit- 
ed the  sights  in  the  townsite,  on  foot. 
We  did  not  acquire  a  sun-tan,  either! 


TALKING  BROUGHT  ME  HERE 

A  hunter  found  a  human  skull  in  the  forest.  Surprised,  he  asked  him:  "What 
brought  you  here?"  The  skull  answered:  "Talking  brought  me  here."  Amazed, 
the  hunter  ran  home  to  report  to  the  king.  "I  have  found  a  skull  in  the  forest 
who  talks."  The  king  could  not  believe  it,  but  he  came  along  with  his  guard 
to  find  out  the  truth.  When  they  came  to  the  skull,  the  hunter  asked  as  before: 
"What  brought  you  here?"  -  but  the  skull  remained  silent.  The  angry  king 
called  the  hunter  a  liar  and  ordered  the  guard  to  cut  off  his  head  and  leave  it 
behind  as  a  prey  for  the  ants  of  the  forest. 

When  everybody  had  left,  the  skull  spoke  again,  and  he  asked  the  head  of 
the  hunter:  "What  brought  you  here?" 

And  the  head  gave  the  answer:  "Talking  brought  me  here."  ■ 

A  Nupe  Folk  Tale 
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from  our  ARCHIVES 


Continued  from  Spring  issue 
Sisters  of  Service 

Western  Canada,  as  every  new  settled  country,  has  been  the  scene  of  many 
spiritual  tragedies.  For  there  is  no  greater  tragedy  in  human  life  than  the  loss 
of  faith,  the  blotting  out  of  the  Christian  vision  "of  the  things  unseen  ...  of  the 
things  we  hope  for."  How  exposed  is  the  foreigner  to  this  supreme  danger,  on 
the  lonely  prairies  of  the  West!  What  sublime  apostolate  it  is  to  stand  by  him 
and  his  children  at  that  critical  hour  when  the  absence  of  home  traditions  and 
ancestral  environment  often  leaves  his  life  a  prey  to  evil  influences. 

The  Church,  moreover,  in  these  new  Provinces  is  still  in  the  making.  Its 
future  will  be  in  great  part  what  our  new  Canadians  make  it.  The  standing 
of  the  Church  out  West  necessarily  involves  also  its  standing  throughout  the 
whole  Dominion,  for  the  increasing  importance  of  these  younger  Provinces  and 
their  growing  influence  in  Federal  politics  have  made  the  West  the  problem  of 
Canada  and  consequently  the  problem  of  the  Church. 

The  Sisters  of  Service,  by  protecting  the  Catholic  influences  in  the  play  of 
national  forces  out  West,  are  in  reality  serving  the  best  interests  of  the  Catholics 
in  the  East  and  become  worthy  of  their  encouragement  and  support. 

The  service  of  the  nation  goes  hand  in  hand  with  that  of  the  Church.  The 
work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  among  the  foreign  born  of  our  great  West  will  be 
truly  a  National  service. 

What  is  known  now  as  "Canadianization"  is  a  long  and  delicate  process. 
Unfortunately  many  have  abused  this  term  and  made  it  serve  as  a  cover  for 
their  methods  of  a  forced  and  futile  uniformity  in  the  nationalization  of  the 
foreigner.  One  needs  a  broad  and  generous  outlook  to  grasp  in  each  immigrant 
the  cultural  factor  of  his  race  and  embody  it  as  a  valuable  asset  in  the  future 
type  of  the  new  Canadian.  Only  a  sympathetic  heart  will  also  understand  the 
thrilling  tragedy  that  often  stands  out  vivid,  dramatic  in  the  life  of  the  immi- 
grant. You  can  read  it  in  his  eyes  filled  with  an  unwonted  sadness  as  he  faces 
for  the  first  time  the  unknown  land  of  his  adoption. 


f  By  swallowing  evil  words  unsaid  no  one  has  ever  harmed  his  stomach. 

-  Winston  Churchill 
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This  vision  and  this  feeling  our  Sisters  of  Service  will  have,  for  the  welfare 
of  the  new  Canadian  is  one  of  the  main  reasons  of  their  existence.  By  protect- 
ing him  during  one  of  the  most  dangerous  and  crucial  periods  of  his  life  these 
Sisters  will  be  rendering  a  great  service  to  Canada.  For  when  the  foreigner  loses 
his  faith,  his  life,  on  the  pages  of  the  national  ledger,  ceases  to  be  an  asset  full 
of  promise  and  becomes  a  dangerous  liability. 

To  such  a  life  of  sacrifice  Religion  alone  can  give  its  inspiring  motive  and 
assure  its  permanency.  The  Sisters  of  Service  will  therefore  form  a  religious 
sisterhood.  Their  spiritual  training  and  direction,  their  mode  of  life  and  gov- 
ernment will  be  in  conformity  with  the  usual  rules  and  practices,  laid  down  by 
the  Church  for  religious  orders  of  women.  After  a  year's  novitiate  they  will 
make  temporary  vows  of  poverty,  chastity  and  obedience.  These  vows  they 
will  renew  annually;  after  a  certain  number  of  years  of  probation  they  will  pro- 
nounce their  perpetual  vows. 

To  allow  them  to  go  about  their  work  more  freely  and  not  appear  obtrusive 
to  the  great  non-Catholic  population  with  which  they  are  to  mingle  and  which 
they  may  be  called  very  frequently  to  help  -  the  absence  of  a  distinctively  reli- 
gious garb  will  be  another  of  the  particular  features  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
Christian  Modesty  will  be  their  "habit"  and  their  distinctive  "veil." 

A  Sisterhood  will  give  to  the  workers  protection  and  encouragement  and  to 
the  work  strength  and  continuity.  With  its  vows  and  rules,  with  its  practices  of 
piety  and  spiritual  ordination  of  purpose,  community  life  will  protect  and 
encourage  those  who  for  the  sublime  work  of  saving  souls,  will  be  ready  to 
ostracise  themselves  from  the  pleasant  surroundings  of  civilization  and  even 
renounce  the  spiritual  consolations  of  the  abiding  presence  of  Jesus  Christ 
in  the  Sacrament  of  His  Love. 

The  corporate  existence  of  a  Sisterhood  supplements  the  deficiencies  of  its 
individual  members  and  give  continuity  and  permanency  to  its  work.  The 
energies  of  all  are  used  to  full  advantage,  and  overlapping  is  excluded. 

They  will  go  hand  in  hand  into  the  lone  settlements  of  the  West.  The  nurse 
will  care  for  the  body,  the  teacher  will  lay  the  foundation  of  education,  the 
social  worker  will  help  to  build  the  home  of  the  new  Canadian  and  protect  it 
against  the  dangerous  influences  of  the  day.  Sublime  work  of  Religion  and 
patriotism!  The  scattered  mission  houses  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  will,  we  sin- 
cerely hope,  in  the  course  of  years  prove  to  be  so  many  spiritual  power  stations 
for  the  outlying  districts  of  our  immense  West.  Their  devoted  and  hidden 
career,  although  known  but  to  a  few,  will  be  a  benefit  to  all.  To  the  eye  that 
appreciates  true  values  these  lives  of  sacrifice  will  stand  out  as  the  golden 


f  Only  for  the  happy  man  does  the  tree  of  life  flower  -  Ernst  Moritz  Arndt 
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threads  of  that  great  tapestry  of  Church  and  Nation  we  are  all  weaving  on  the 
loom  of  time.  No  life  has  more  social  value  than  a  life  consecrated  to  God  in 
the  service  of  our  fellow-men. 

With  headquarters  at  Toronto  for  the  time  being,  this  work  is  destined  to  be 
a  Catholic  and  National  work.  It  should,  therefore,  appeal  to  every  true 
Catholic  and  even  every  unprejudiced  Canadian  in  the  Dominion,  and  meet 
with  his  loyal  support.  How  many  pious,  generous  young  women,  zealous 
teachers,  devoted  nurses,  indefatigable  Church  workers,  will  find  in  this  new 
field  the  opportunity  of  consecrating  their  life  to  a  great  cause! 

May  this  appeal  be  now  heard  through  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  Do- 
minion. To-morrow  will  be  too  late.  So  pressing  is  the  need  that  if  help  is  not 
given,  the  cold  ashes  of  an  extinct  faith  will  be  found  to  mark  in  days  to  come 
where  the  Church  should  have  been.  This  is  why  the  West  will  be  the  first  field 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Later  on  it  is  the  intention  to  have  them  give  also  the 
benefit  of  their  work  to  the  congested  wards  of  the  large  cities  and  to  the 
sparsely  settled  country  districts  of  Eastern  Canada. 

Across  the  Great  Lakes  comes  the  call  of  the  West.  Like  the  frantic  S.O.S. 
that  snaps  from  the  masts  of  a  ship  in  danger  on  the  high  seas,  this  call  is  a 
signal  of  distress.  Thousands  and  thousands  of  souls  are  sinking  into  a  sea  of 
unbelief  and  irreligion,  an  appalling  loss  to  the  Church. 

From  the  mining  and  lumber  camps  of  British  Columbia,  from  the  scattered 
homesteads  on  the  rolling  prairies  of  Manitoba,  Saskatchewan  and  Alberta, 
repeatedly  comes  the  message:  "Save  our  souls!"  .  .  .  "Save  our  souls!" 

Generous  women  with  a  Catholic  vision  and  a  burning  zeal  for  the  glory  of 
God  and  His  Church  will  pick  up  this  message.  Their  standing  answer  will  be 
the  community  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

As  this  pageant  of  the  future  looms  up  before  our  vision,  let  us  rise  in  ad- 
miration before  these  generous  women  whom  we  see  wending  their  way  into 
the  Prairie  Provinces  and  beyond.  Our  prayers,  our  alms,  our  sacrifices  accom- 
pany them  into  the  field  of  their  noble  labours,  into  the  land  of  their  apostolic 
dreams. 

FATHER  G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R.  -  1922 

"Sisters  of  Service"  Convent 
2  Wellesley  Place, 
Toronto,  Ontario. 


%  If  you're  going  to  climb,  you've  got  to  grab  the  branches,  not  the  blossoms 
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April  5,  1975 

Dear  Sisters: 

The  field  at  home  just  arrived  and  de- 
lighted to  read  Father  Daly's  letter  writ- 
ten in  1922.  Thanks  for  the  magazine. 

I  am  writing  up  the  Annals  of  St.  Pat- 
rick's Parish,  London,  and  the  work  of 
the  C.Ss.R.  here.  Just  wonderful  to  re- 
view the  history,  etc. 

God  bless  us  always. 

R.  J.  C,  C.Ss.R. 

London 

April  14,  1975. 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service: 

It  must  be  time  again  to  renew  my  sub- 
scription to  the  field  at  home.  I  cer- 
tainly enjoy  it.  The  extra  money  is  to 
help  you  in  whatever  way  you  need 
it.  I  remember  all  the  years  I  received 
correspondence  lessons  and  I'm  sure  you 
Sisters  never  received  more  than  a  little 
'stamp  money'  now  and  again. 

This  winter  our  parish  priest  took 
some  of  us  to  Regina  on  a  Friday  night 
to  the  'Community  of  God'  prayer  meet- 
ing. It  was  wonderful.  Who  should  sit 
beside  me  but  Sister  Hearn.  We  didn't 
get  more  than  an  exchange  of  names  in 
before  the  meeting  started  but  after  we 
had  a  long  conversation.  And  she  was  at 
Edson  at  the  time  we  lived  at  Peers  for 
the  summer  and  our  10-month-old  boy 
was  in  hospital  with  spinal  meningitis  in 
May  or  June  1958. 

If  I  started  writing  all  the  memories 
brought  back  I'm  afraid  this  would  be  a 
book,  not  a  letter. 


So  I  hope  you  have  continued  success 
with  all  your  ventures. 

As  ever, 

Mrs.  L.  H. 

Mossbank,  Sask. 

April  16,  1975 

Dear  Sister: 

Congratulations  on  the  Spring  Issue  of 
field  at  home.  The  two  articles  were 
excellent  reading  and  what  I  never  did 
before  -  I  wrote  Sisters  Hudon  and 
MacDougall.  I  hope  other  Sisters  will 
get  interested  again  and  write  about  this 
work. 

As  I  read  From  our  Archives,  I  could 
not  help  thinking  what  a  splendid  article 
would  be  made  by  taking  Fr.  Daly's 
writings  and  comparing  them  with  what 
Vatican  II  has  to  say  on  the  matter.  I  am 
in  no  position  to  help  you,  but  as  a  sug- 
gestion perhaps  the  chaplain  could  do 
this  work  for  you;  or  some  other  good 
friend  you  can  turn  to. 

Each  item  would  be  separately  treat- 
ed -  one  comment  at  a  time.  For  ex- 
ample, a  few  pertinent  lines  from  Fr. 
Daly  and  the  other  founders  and  then 
the  remark  along  the  same  line  found  in 
Vatican  II  documents.  That  way  it 
would  be  brought  home  to  the  reader 
how  not  only  Fr.  Daly  but  all  the  Sisters 
who  worked  as  S.O.S.  down  the  years 
had  grasped  the  social  theology  of  the 
Church.  But  enough. 

Fraternally, 

C.  J.  M.,  C.Ss.R. 
Mississauga,  Ont. 


f  It  is  good  to  have  an  open  mind,  as  long  as  it's  not  open  at  both  ends 

22 


April  4,  1975 

Dear  Sister  Tunney: 

This  dedicated  quarterly  that  zeros  in  on 
the  duty  of  Service  to  our  Christian  so- 
ciety is  much  needed.  May  it  encourage 
those  not  directly  involved  in  your  sis- 
terhood to  also  lend  a  hand. 

Your  absence  from  the  West  is  easier 
to  bear  when  we  see  how  happy  you  are 
in  your  new  posting. 

Kathleen  and  I  wish  you  well  and  will 
look  forward  to  the  next  issue. 

Many  thanks. 


April  13,  1975. 

Dear  Sister  Morrison: 

This  note  will  bring  you  $2.00  for  my 
subscription  to  the  field  at  home  for 
1975. 

I  have  been  a  subscriber  since  1932 
when  I  nursed  one  of  your  Sisters.  I  al- 
ways enjoy  especially  the  stories  of  the 
West. 

What  wonderful  work  you  have  done. 
Best  wishes  for  continued  success. 

Gratefully  and  sincerely, 


K.  &  A.  O'N.,  Edmonton  M.  K.,  Montreal,  Que. 


Humour 

*l  There  is  no  worse  occupation  for  an  honest  physician  than  to  listen  to  the 
complaints  of  people  who  pretend  to  be  ill.  A  well-known  doctor,  who  was 
called  upon  by  one  of  his  patients,  for  nothing,  about  once  a  week,  ended  by 
enquiring,  "Then  you  eat  well?" 
"Yes." 

"You  drink  well?" 
"Yes." 

"You  sleep  well?" 
"Certainly." 

"Wonderful!"  said  the  doctor,  as  he  prepared  to  write  a  prescription.  "I  am 
going  to  give  you  something  that  will  put  a  stop  to  all  that." 

CJ  The  Tale  of  Two  Strikes.  "Johnny,  hurry  up,  and  get  ready  to  go  to  school 
or  you'll  be  too  late."  "I  ain't  going,  mother."  "Not  going!  And  why  not?"  "I've 
struck."  "Struck!  What  do  you  mean  by  that?"  "Why,  didn't  pap  read  in  the 
paper  last  night  about  persons  strikin',  and  said  it  was  right  about  persons 
strikin',  and  said  it  was  right  for  the  oppressed  to  strike?"  "And  I  hope  you  do 
not  call  yourself  oppressed,  do  you?"  "Of  course,  I  am.  If  a  fellow  doesn't  want 
to  go  to  school,  and  his  mother  makes  him  go,  isn't  he  oppressed?"  "So,  you 
have  struck,  have  you?  Well,  I'll  see  if  I  can  strike  too."  As  soon  as  Johnny 
saw  his  mother  reaching  for  the  strap,  his  first  strike  came  to  an  end,  for  he 
darted  out  of  the  house,  and  was  down  to  the  school-house  in  a  twinkling. 

Donahue's  Magazine  -  1883 


f  Money  has  never  yet  made  anyone  rich  -  Seneca 
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YOU  MAY  BE 
A  SISTER 
OF  SERVICE 

if  you  are 

•  over  twenty-one  years 

•  have  professional  or  technical  training 

or 

•  are  in  a  professional  or  technical  training  program 

You  need  good  health,  a  sense  of  humor  and  the  strong 
desire  to  give  yourself  .  .  . 

to  the  service  of  others, 
in  "constant  openness  to  the  Holy  Spirit" 
according  to  the  talents  of  each  and  the  needs  of 
all,  in  constant  search  for  new  forms  of  community 
living  in  an  era  of  permanent  change. 

Write  to: 

SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 

10  MONTCREST  BOULEVARD 

TORONTO,  ONTARIO  M4K  1J7 
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"Let  us  come  before  His  presence  with  thanksgiving, 
and  make  a  joyful  noise  unto  Him  with  Psalms." 

ps.  95 

Canada  has  long  celebrated  a  Thanksgiving  day  but  finally  our  Federal 
Parliament  passed  a  bill  to  celebrate  the  second  Monday  of  October  as  a 
day  to  thank  God  for  the  fruits  of  a  good  harvest. 

I  had  visions,  not  of  sugar  plums,  but  of  expressions  of  thanks  to  our 
many  benefactors  and  all  who  have  helped  the  Sisters  of  Service  through 
the  years,  the  prefounding  and  founding  years,  through  the  hungry  thirties 
to  the  present.  But  the  list,  like  Topsy,  just  'growed  and  growed.'  How- 
ever, these  generous  people  are  never  forgotten  by  the  Sisters  of  Service  as 
each  community  offers  a  Mass  monthly  for  our  Benefactors. 

It  is  timely  though  that  I  mention  specially  our  Jubilarians,  Sister  Agnes 
Brunning,  Sister  Clara  Graf  for  50  years  of  service;  Sister  Salvatrice  Liota 
for  25  years;  for  the  pronouncement  of  Final  Vows  of  Sisters  Molly 
Andrews  and  Adua  Zampese;  as  well  as  a  one  year's  co-membership 
commitment  made  by  Mrs.  Phyllis  White. 

"We  thank  you,  Lord  our  God,  for  creating  the  world  and  for 
preserving  it  until  now, 
We  thank  you  for  the  regular  return  of  day  and  night,  and 
of  the  seasons, 
and  for  the  dependability  of  nature  and  of  time. 
We  thank  you  for  memory,  which  enables  us  to  build  on  the 
experience  of  the  past; 
for  imagination,  which  admits  us  to  a  wider  world  than  we 

could  otherwise  know; 
and  for  foresight,  by  which  we  plan  for  the  future." 

May  God  reward  you  justly  and  a  Happy  Thanksgiving  to  all!  ♦ 
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NUNS  ARE 
NICE  .  .  . 


To  all  the  nuns  at  the  Monastery, 
Your  parents  are  God  and  the  Virgin  Mary 
Who  watch  over  you  all  day  'n  night, 
If  the  sky  is  dark,  or  the  sun  isn't  bright. 

God  gave  us  the  nuns, 
Who  are  very  nice  people, 
They  don't  carry  guns, 
And  they  live  near  a  steeple. 

Aunt  Anna's  another  nun  I  know, 
I  met  her  about  two  years  ago, 
She's  very  kind  and  thoughtful  too, 
She'd  be  a  good  friend  for  any  of  you. 

Colette  Coughlin,  Age  9. 

The  first  two  verses  were  written  some  time  before  Colette  met 
her  aunt,  Sister  Anna  Coughlin.  This  meeting  inspired  the  addi- 
tional verse.  -  Ed.'s  Note. 


Sisters  of  Service 

Institute 
Workshop 


Fifty-nine  members  of  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice attended  a  Workshop  at  St.  Mich- 
ael's Retreat  House  in  Lumsden,  Sask- 
atchewan. 

The  Workshop  commenced  on  the 
evening  of  August  4th  and  concluded 
on  the  7th,  under  the  direction  of  Dr. 
Kevin  B.  Mooney,  Psychologist  of  the 
University  of  Ottawa;  and  with  the 
theme  "Options  for  Growth  of  Religious 
Communities."  The  program  included 
lectures  on  "Spiritual  Renewal,"  "Doing 
-  Being,"  "Individual  Growth  -  Com- 
munity Growth,"  and  "Dedication  - 
Commitment." 

Sisters  travelled  from  Newfoundland, 
from  Labrador,  from  Churchill,  Mani- 
toba, from  Teslin,  Y.T.,  as  well  as  the 
various  metropolitan  areas  of  our  coun- 
try, to  attend  this  highly  anticipated 
event  in  S.O.S.  history. 

Reverends  Bernard  Carroll  and  Bill 
Kearns,  S.J.,  both  of  Campion  College, 
Regina,  and  Reverend  Jean  Dufour, 
O.M.I.,  of  Churchill,  concelebrated 
Mass  on  Wednesday. 

An  added  attraction  was  the  display 
of  arts,  crafts  and  other  hobbies,  the 
work  of  the  Sisters. 
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Closed  Circuit  TV  Program 

We  were  also  privileged  to  have  the  ex- 
pertise of  Father  Dufour.  He  demon- 
strated how  a  simple  movie  camera  and 
tape  recorder  can  produce  a  unified  TV 
program  on  closed  circuit.  His  subject 
was  a  trip  of  a  group  of  school  children 
from  Churchill  to  Gillam  under  the  di- 
rection of  Sisters  Anita  Hartman  and 
Patsy  Flynn. 

Father  made  records  of  the  Sisters' 
missionary  activities  throughout  Canada. 

We  were  honoured  by  a  visit  from  the 
Bishop  of  Churchill-Hudson  Bay,  Most 
Rev.  O.  Robidoux,  O.M.I.,  who  was 
pleased  to  meet  so  many  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  Incidentally,  his  diocese  of 
Churchill-Hudson  Bay  is  the  largest  in 
area  in  the  world.  ♦* 

-The  Editor 


Sister  Mary  MacDougall,  Sister  Margaret 
Morgan  and  Sister  Barbara  Kowalski 


Scenic  view  from  the  Retreat  House 
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At  morning  session 


In  foreground,  Father  George  Signing  of  vow  form  by  Sister  Adua, 

Rowe,  Retreat  Master,  Arch-  witnessed  by  Sister  Mary  Fitzmaurice  (left); 

bishop  Halpin,  behind,  at  the  Sister  Hayes,  Sister  General  (right) 

end  of  the  Jubilee  ceremony.  looks  on. 
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AT  LUMSDEN,  SASKATCHEWAN 


Community  Retreat, 
Jubilee  Celebrations 
and  Final  Vows 


By  Mary  MacDougall,  S.O.S. 


At  the  close  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  re- 
treat on  the  evening  of  August  12th,  in 
the  Chapel  of  the  Franciscan  Retreat 
House,  Lumsden,  Saskatchewan,  a  joy- 
ful liturgy  was  celebrated  when  our 
Golden  Jubilarians,  Sister  Agnes  Brun- 
ning  and  Sister  Clara  Graf,  renewed 
their  Vows;  Sister  Salvatrice  Liota,  a 
Silver  Jubilarian,  also  renewed  her 
Vows,  and  Final  Vows  were  pronounced 
by  Sister  Molly  Andrews  and  Sister  Adua 
Zampese.  Mrs.  Phyllis  White,  of  Winni- 
peg, also  made  a  Co-membership  Com- 
mitment for  one  year.  The  Vows  of  the 
Sisters  were  received  by  Sister  Helen 
Hayes,  Sister  General  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service,  Toronto,  who  was  present  for 
this  occasion.  Two  of  our  Councillors, 
Sister  Mary  Reansbury  from  Edson, 
Alberta,  and  Sister  Joan  Coffey  from 
North  West  River,  Labrador,  were  also 
present. 

Chapel  Filled  to  Capacity 

The  Chapel  was  filled  to  capacity  with 
Sisters  of  Service  (more  than  50  made 
this  Retreat),  the  Franciscan  Commun- 
ity, and  relatives  and  friends  of  the  Sis- 
ters. 


Archbishop  Halpin,  assisted  by  Rev.  C. 
Leboldus,  with  Sisters  Adua  Zampese  and 
Molly  Andrews  pronouncing  final  vows; 
Sister  Helen  Hayes,  Superior  General 
(back)  and  Jubilarians  in  the  background. 


At  the  concelebrated  Mass  the  min- 
isters were:  The  Most  Rev.  C.  Halpin, 
the  Archbishop  of  Regina;  the  former 
Archbishop  M.  O'Neill,  and  Rev.  C.  Le- 
boldus; and  also  the  Retreat  Master, 
Father  George  Rowe,  CM.,  of  Atlanta, 
Georgia.  Sister  Rita  Patenaude  led  the 
musical  part  of  the  Liturgy. 

Following  these  ceremonies,  a  recep- 
tion was  held  in  the  spacious  lounge  of 
the  Retreat  House. 

Because  of  our  involvement  in  the 
province  of  Saskatchewan  as  teachers, 
catechists  and  social  workers  for  a  per- 
iod exceeding  40  years,  Sister  General 
and  her  Councillors  decided  to  hold  our 
Retreat,  workshop  seminar  and  Jubilee 
celebrations  in  the  Regina  area  this 
year.  Our  Regina  Religious  Correspond- 
ence School  was  opened  in  September 
1934;  and  commencing  last  year,  Sister 
Rita  Patenaude  is  eneaeed  in  Campus 
Ministry  at  Campion  College,  Regina. 

Plans  are  now  being  considered  to 
hold  a  similar  Community  gathering  in 
St.  Norbert,  Manitoba,  in  August  1976.  ♦ 
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It's  O.K.  Country 


By  MARY  PHILLIPS,  S.O.S. 


The  main  part  of  the  town  of  Fort  Mc- 
Murray  lies  in  the  valley  at  the  con- 
fluence of  the  Athabasca,  Clearwater 
and  Hangingstone  Rivers.  The  renown- 
ed Tar  Sands  lie  under  the  overburden 
at  depths  varying  from  a  few  inches  to 
fifty  or  a  hundred  feet.  The  town's 
population  of  about  fifteen  thousand  are 


employed  either  directly  by  the  oil  com- 
panies or  their  subcontractors  or  service 
industries. 

Franklin  Avenue  is  an  exceptionally 
busy  main  street  running  in  a  diagonal 
fashion  through  the  valley.  Throughout 
the  town  are  scattered  many  types  of 
living  accommodation,  numerous  busi- 
nesses and  seventeen  kindergarten 
classes  known  as  Early  Childhood 
Learning  Centres.  The  coordination  of 
these  is  my  principal  work  in  Mc- 
Murray. 

The  Centres  are  not  for  children  only 
but  must  include  input  by  parents  of 
children  {AVi  years  of  age  and  up), 
teen-agers  and  grandparents.  Since  the 
town  is  one  of  young  people  there  are 
extremely  few  of  the  latter. 


McMurray  has  a  cosmopolitan  popu- 
lation, people  arrive  daily  whose  homes 
were  in  any  part  of  the  world.  Hence, 
our  classes  have  a  United  Nations 
aspect  to  them;  children  have  a  variety 
of  pre-kindergarten  experiences;  child- 
ren come  from  homes  of  varying  cus- 
toms, beliefs,  and  living  spaces.  Despite 
all  the  differences,  they  are  all  little 
tots  who  follow  at  their  own  speed,  a 
developmental  pattern.  The  "Guess 
what"  statements,  the  "this  letter  begins 
with  my  name"  -  which  doesn't  mean 
what  it  says  -  and  "my  dad  is  stronger 
than  your  dad"  seem  to  appear  in  all 
language  development. 

They  are  lovable,  mischievous  and 
fun-loving.  They  enjoy  the  thrill  of  try- 
ing something  new  whether  it  is  climb- 
ing a  ladder,  trying  out  finger  painting 
(Uck!),  doing  a  new  puzzle  or  trying 
out  the  role  of  mother  in  the  house- 
keeping corner  ...  or  singing  their 
graduation  song  "Twinkle,  twinkle, 
Little  Star"!  ♦ 


A  true  symbol  of  the  north,  the 
moose  was  here  long  before  the 
arrival  of  the  white  man  and  even 
before  the  Indians'  time.  Large 
and  powerful,  the  moose  roams 
the  hills  and  swim  the  rivers  as 
his  ancestors  did  from  earliest 
times. 

Fort  McMurray  was  first  dis- 
covered on  the  route  of  one  of 
the  richest  fur  trade  areas  in 
Canada.  Early  in  the  twentieth 
century  the  town  became  a  ship- 
ping centre  for  the  awakening 
north  country.  "Where  steel  meets 
keel"  was  the  motto,  and  men 
worked  long  hours  to  get  sup- 
plies from  train  to  barge  en  route 
to  the  north. 

Man  has  always  known  of  the 
oil  deposits  in  the  tar  sands;  and 
early  explorers  have  told  how  the 
Indians  used  the  "oozing  black 
substance"  to  patch  their  canoes. 
The  method  used  today  was  found 
commercially  economical,  and  in 
the  '60's  Fort  McMurray  emerged 
from  a  sleepy  hamlet  with  mass 
construction  for  a  tar  sands  plant. 
This  is  a  young  town  with  a  pre- 
dominantly young  population. 
One  experiences  in  Fort  McMur- 
ray all  the  advantages  of  modern 
living,  with  easy  access  to  our 
natural  wilderness. 
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Prayer 
on  a 
pencil 


I  was  just  sitting  here,  Lord, 

doodling  with  my  pencil, 

when  it  struck  me  as  something  strange. 

Here  was  a  sharpened  lead  pencil, 

common  to  me  since  kindergarten, 

yet  odd  at  the  same  time. 

It  was  graphite  from  Pennsylvania, 

timber  from  Oregon, 

rubber  from  Brazil, 

all  stamped  together  in  one  instrument 

intended  for  my  personal  use. 

It  was  all  those  people 

in  all  those  places  - 

down  in  coal  mines, 

high  up  in  mountains, 

deep  in  steaming  jungles. 

Digging,  cutting,  tapping  - 

striving  together  for  my  comfort, 

so  I  could  doodle  and  scratch  sentences. 

Lord,  if  so  many  separate  human  beings 

can  work  together  to  produce  something 

so  slight  as  a  pencil, 

why  can't  we  work  together 

to  create  something  more  significant, 

like  universal  love  or  world  peace? 

From  Prayers  for  the  Time  Being 
By  MAX  PAULI,  C.Ss.R. 
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PETTY  HARBOUR 


By  Barbara  Kowalski,  S.O.S. 


I  have  been  teaching  at  Petty  Harbour  for  the  past  two  years.  The  first 
year  I  taught  39  pupils  in  Grade  VI  and  VII;  the  last  year  I  had  Grades  V 
and  VI  with  a  class  enrolment  of  28. 

Petty  Harbour  is  about  13  miles  from  St.  John's,  a  25-minute  ride  by 
car.  At  first  it  seemed  such  a  distance  to  travel  daily  to  school,  but  the  drive 
was  enjoyable  because  of  the  magnificent  scenery.  Teaching  there  was 
hard  work  -  gaining  experience  and  learning  at  the  same  time  -  but  I 
enjoyed  it  all. 

For  the  sharp-eyed  there  are  worthwhile  things  to  see.  Geography  has 
shaped  the  community.  The  houses  with  their  ancient  roof  designs  and 
ancient  wisdom  huddle  close  together  and  eye  the  sea  warily.  The  road 
twists  violently  around  almost  impossible  turns,  over  treacherous  cliffs  and 
headlands  on  down  to  Maddox  Cove  where  the  inhospitality  of  the  land  is 
exchanged  for  the  inhospitality  of  a  too-open  coastline.  Above  it  all  rear 


K  Always  hold  your  head  up  but  be  careful  to  keep  your  nose  at  a  friendly  level 
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the  cliffs,  huge,  smooth  rock  formations  looking  for  all  the  world  like  the 
work  of  some  gigantic  Eskimo  stone  carver. 

Rugged!  That's  the  word  with  the  right  ring  to  describe  such  a  piece  of 
landscape. 

Let  the  visitor  look  then  to  see  the  same  qualities  in  the  people  who  live 
there  and  whose  roots  go  back  for  four  centuries.  Look  at  the  fishermen 
with  their  big  worn  hands  and  weathered  red  faces,  busy  again  this  time  of 
year  repairing  boats  and  traps  in  order  to  renew  once  more  the  eternal 
contest.  And  no,  nobody  seems  to  be  rushing  too  fast  to  stop  and  say 
'Hello.'  The  old  men  still  stand  on  the  corner  and  talk  about  old  times.  The 
women  pause  on  the  way  to  the  post  office  to  greet  their  friends. 

Petty  Harbour,  close  to  the  city,  is  yet  an  outport.  Let  the  visitor  look 
closely  at  different  things;  but  let  him  focus  on  the  rows  of  flakes  and  the 
upturned,  shell-like  boats  and  he  will  find  himself  seeing  the  epitome  of 
the  Newfoundland  outport. 

Having  such  a  setting  outside  the  school  window,  one  is  appalled  by  the 
beauty,  ruggedness  and  the  mighty  hand  of  God. 

In  conclusion  I  will  quote  the  following  tribute  to  Newfoundland  writ- 
ten by  Lt.  Col.  William  Wood,  a  noted  Canadian  author  and  historian: 

"Newfoundland  is  an  island  of  the  sea,  if  ever  there  was  one.  Nowhere 
else  does  the  sea  enter  so  intimately  into  the  life  of  a  people  -  calling, 
always  calling  them  -  loudly  along  a  thousand  miles  of  surf  washing  coast- 
line, echoing  up  a  hundred  resounding  fiords  that  search  out  the  very  heart 
of  the  land,  whisperingly  through  a  thousand  snug  little  lisping  tickles,  - 
but  calling,  always  calling  its  sons  away  to  the  fishing  grounds  and  some- 
times to  the  seafaring  ends  of  the  earth."  ♦ 


H  If  you  are  not  satisfied  with  your  lot  in  life,  build  on  it 
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for  the 


ST.  PAUL 

The  man  God  Knocked  Off  His  Horse  By  Frank  Lee,  C.Ss.R. 


Most  likely,  dear  children,  you  have  heard  the  word  missionary.  Tonight 
we  are  going  to  talk  about  the  greatest  missionary  of  them  all  -  St  .Paul. 

St.  Paul  was  lucky,  because  he  knew  St.  Peter  and  the  other  special 
helpers  of  Jesus;  he  lived  with  them  and  heard  them  talk  about  things  our 
Lord  did  when  he  was  alive.  So  St.  Paul  should  know  what  he  is  talking 
about. 

At  first  St.  Paul  did  not  like  our  Lord  (at  that  time  he  did  not  actually 
know  who  our  Lord  was  and  St.  Paul  wasn't  a  saint  yet),  so  he  kept  on 
hurting  people  who  loved  our  Lord. 

Well,  anyway,  he  was  on  the  way  to  a  city  called  Damascus  this  day  to 
hurt  some  more  Christians,  and  that  was  the  day  that  Jesus  made  up  his 
mind  that  he  had  had  just  about  enough  of  this.  So  Jesus  knocked  St.  Paul 
off  his  horse  with  lots  of  lightning  and  thunder  in  order  to  put  some  sense 
into  his  head.  (Of  course,  St.  Paul,  as  I  told  you,  was  not  yet  a  saint.) 

Also,  our  Lord  made  St.  Paul  blind. 

But  our  Lord  loved  St.  Paul,  so  he  gave  him  back  his  eyesight  and  he 
could  see  again.  He  gave  him  another  kind  of  sight,  too,  and  then  St.  Paul 
could  see  that  everybody  should  become  a  Christian  and  should  get  to 
understand  that  Jesus  was  God  and  that  they  should  all  love  him.  From 
then  on,  St.  Paul  really  worked  for  our  Lord. 

By  now,  everybody  has  heard  of  the  adventures  of  the  Lone  Ranger. 
Actually,  the  Lone  Ranger's  life  would  sound  like  the  recipe  for  a  cream 
puff  next  to  the  life  of  St.  Paul.  (All  right,  mommy,  explain  "recipe"  to 
them!) 

Well,  anyway,  just  to  give  you  an  idea,  St.  Paul  was  shipwrecked  three 
times,  and  he  still  came  up  looking  for  souls  for  our  Lord.  About  eight  or 
nine  times  he  stood  there  while  they  beat  him  with  a  whip;  but  St.  Paul 
went  through  it  all,  because  he  figured  that  this  was  the  price  he  had  to 
pay  for  working  for  our  Lord. 


f  Some  people  learn  traffic  rules  by  accident.  -  Viking  Vacuum 
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Most  likely,  St.  Paul's  toughest  time  was  when  those  people  followed 
him  into  that  man's  house  in  Damascus  to  kill  him.  But  St.  Paul  got  away, 
because  the  man  in  this  house  loved  Jesus,  and  he  let  St.  Paul  down  from 
the  house  in  a  basket  that  was  tied  to  a  rope.  The  house  was  on  the  very 
edge  of  the  city,  and  so  St.  Paul  got  away. 

Sometimes  on  Sunday  you  hear  the  priest,  or  someone,  reading  the 
epistle  (epistle  means  letter).  If  you  notice,  most  of  the  time  these 
are  letters  of  St.  Paul  that  he  wrote  back  to  the  places  where  he  had 
preached  about  our  Lord.  Tomorrow,  get  out  your  geography  map  and 
take  a  look  at  the  Mediterranean  Sea  and  find  all  the  places  where  St.  Paul 
preached.  (Not  now!  Tomorrow,  I  said! )  You  will  find  places  like  Corinth, 
Ephesus,  Colossae,  Thessalonica  -  and  on  they  go!  He  wrote  to  these 
people  just  like  our  bishop  writes  letters  to  us,  and  the  priest  reads  them 
in  Church  on  Sunday. 

And  now,  to  tell  you  the  greatest  thing  about  St.  Paul! 

He  got  to  see  heaven!  Yes,  he  did,  and  you  might  think  that  he  would 
have  come  back  and  have  given  us  an  exact  picture  of  what  heaven  looked 
like  -  you  know,  golden  streets  and  all  that.  But  it  was  so  beautiful  that 
St.  Paul  couldn't  even  talk  -  or  write  -  in  our  way.  So,  here  is  the  way  he 
put  it  (your  Bible  has  this) :  Eye  has  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  nor  has  it 
entered  into  the  mind  of  man  to  conceive  the  things  God  has  prepared  for 
those  who  love  him. 

I  guess  that  by  this  time  you  have  been  wondering  why  St.  Paul  used 
the  word  "not"  so  much,  as  when  he  says  Eye  has  NOT  seen,  NOR  has  ear 
heard.  Actually,  heaven  is  so  beautiful  that  St.  Paul  did  not  know  what  to 
say.  But  really  he  is  telling  you  to  build  up  all  the  marvelous  things  that 
your  eyes  ever  saw,  and  when  you  have  your  own  picture  of  the  prettiest 
of  everything,  well,  St.  Paul  still  says,  "Go  back  and  read  what  I  wrote. 
Your  eye  has  not  yet  seen."  And  then  he  goes  on  to  say  that  you  can  put 
together  all  the  loveliest  songs  that  you  ever  heard  and  that  his  answer  will 
still  be  waiting  for  you  in  print:  Ear  has  not  heard. 

And,  finally,  this  great  missionary  tells  you  that  you  may  go  on  building 
your  finest  castles  in  Spain  and  that  you  may  pile  on  top  of  each  other  the 
most  beautiful  places  you  would  ever  like  to  see,  and  when  all  the  building 
is  finished  St.  Paul  will  charmingly  tell  you  to  go  back  and  read  what  he 
wrote:  It  has  not  yet  even  entered  into  your  mind  the  things  that  God  has 
prepared  for  those  who  love  him. 

Well,  that's  about  it,  young  ones.  And  now,  let's  say  a  Hail  Mary  for  all 
the  priests  and  sisters  and  brothers  and  their  helpers  who  are  trying  to 
be  other  St.  Pauls  -  a  long  way  from  home. 

Now  go  to  sleep.  But  say  that  Hail  Mary  first! 

-  From  Bedtime  Stories  of  the  Saints 


K  The  reason  some  people  don't  put  their  best  foot  forward  is  because  it  is  alseep 
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Italian  Vice-Consul 
Ends  His  25-year 
Term  in  Halifax 


Twenty-five  years  as  Italian  vice-consul 
in  Halifax  have  ended  for  Angelo  Rorai. 
Mr.  Rorai  came  to  North  America  as  an 
immigrant  from  Venice  in  1922,  and 
worked  to  change  the  face  of  Nova  Sco- 
tia as  manager  of  a  big  construction 
company. 

During  his  years  as  Italian  consul,  Mr. 
Rorai  saw  the  rise  and  fall  of  the  great 
trans-Atlantic  passenger  liners  which 
brought  up  to  30,000  Italian  immigrants 
to  Halifax  in  a  year. 

In  the  1950's  and  1960's  he  met  every 
Italian  ship  which  came  to  Halifax  and 
helped  as  an  interpreter,  while  immi- 
grants faced  the  first  bewildering  hours 
in  a  strange  new  country.  He  was  well- 
known  to  Sisters  Kelly,  Liota  and  Du- 
laska,  who  were  workers  at  the  very 
busy  international  Port  of  Halifax. 

Honoured  by  Pope 

For  his  work  with  immigrants,  the  con- 
sul was  honoured  in  1969  by  the  Pope, 
who  conferred  on  him  the  papal  cross 
"Pro  Ecclesia  et  Pontifice."  Mr.  Rorai 
continues  his  work  as  a  member  of  the 
Board  of  the  Catholic  Immigrant  Ser- 
vices, which  has  money  in  the  bank 
available  for  interest-free  loans  to  help 
re-unite  immigrant  families. 

Mr.  Rorai  remembers  arriving  in  New 
York  from  his  native  Venice,  at  the  age 
of  17,  with  $20  in  his  pocket.  He  went 
to  Windsor,  Ontario,  and  worked  as  a 


Angelo  Rorai 


labourer  by  day  and  went  to  school  at 
night  to  learn  the  English  language. 

When  he  came  to  Halifax  in  1930  the 
population  was  60,000,  and  barely  a 
street  in  the  city  was  paved. 

As  superintendent  for  Standard  Pav- 
ing, he  oversaw  the  job  of  paving  of  80 
per  cent  of  the  city's  streets.  During  the 
Depression,  the  company  was  required 
to  stop  using  its  machinery  and  hire 
about  300  men  with  pick  and  shovel  to 
give  them  work. 

Hundreds  of  Miles  of  Highways 

He  has  built  hundreds  of  miles  of  high- 
ways in  Nova  Scotia,  and  recalls  the 
time  when  there  was  not  a  foot  of  pav- 
ing between  Halifax  and  Yarmouth. 
Since  that  time  he  has  supervised  the 
clearing  and  building  of  Sydney  Inter- 
national Airport  and  the  building  of 
Pier  B  in  Halifax. 

Mr.  Rorai's  consul  work  of  boarding 
every  ship  of  Italian  registry,  hiring 
crews,  renewing  passports  and  giving 
certificates  to  people  applying  for  pen- 
sions from  Italy,  are  now  ended. 

But  his  popular  annual  picnic  at  the 
seaside  for  the  Italian  community,  ini- 
tiated with  the  help  of  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice a  generation  ago,  will  be  carried  on, 
with  Mr.  Rorai  in  attendance  as  usual. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  of  his  acquaint- 
ance are  very  grateful  to  him  and  wish 
him  well  in  his  retirement.  ♦ 


H  Most  of  the  things  we  think  we  can't  do  are  the  things  we  have  never  tried  to  do 
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Humour 


The  minister  was  addressing  a  Sunday 
School  class.  He  had  taken  for  his  theme 
the  familiar  one  of  the  children  who 
mocked  Elisha  on  his  journey  to  Bethel 
-  how  the  youngsters  taunted  the  poor 
old  prophet  and  how  they  were  punished 
when  two  she-bears  came  out  of  the 
wild  and  ate  forty-and-two  of  them. 

"And  now,  children,"  said  the  pastor, 
wishing  to  discover  whether  his  talk  had 
produced  any  moral  effect,  "what  does 
this  story  show?" 

"Please,  sir,"  came  from  a  little  girl 
well  down  in  the  front,  "it  shows  how 
many  children  two  she-bears  can  hold." 

* 

Johnny  had  asked  so  many  questions 
that  his  father  had  run  out  of  patience. 

"Look  here,"  he  said,  "didn't  you  ever 
hear  of  the  boy  who  asked  so  many  ques- 
tions that  he  turned  into  a  question 
mark?" 

Johnny  thought  for  a  moment. 

"Daddy,"  he  asked,  "how  did  he  keep 
the  little  dot  under  himself  from  falling 
off?" 

* 

Why  is  it  tiring  to  do  nothing? 

Because  when  you're  doing  nothing 
you  can't  stop  to  rest. 

* 

Urban  dweller,  on  the  occasion  of  a  first 
visit  to  the  country: 

"This  lovely  fresh  air,  this  heavenly 
quiet,  this  romantic  scenery!  I  can't  un- 
derstand why  no  city  has  been  built 
here." 


On  a  bus  two  girls  were  overheard  dis- 
cussing the  art  of  conversation.  "Take 
'I'll  say'  and  'I'll  tell  the  world'  away 
from  some  people,"  said  one,  "and  you 
cut  their  conversation  practically  to 
zero!" 

To  which  her  companion  enthusiasti- 
cally rejoined,  "I  hope  to  tell  you!  Ain't 
it  the  truth!" 

★ 

A  vacationist  out  west  stopped  to  talk  to 
an  old  Indian  sitting  in  the  warmth  of 
the  sun. 

"Well,  Chief,  and  what  do  you  think 
of  world  conditions?"  he  asked  jokingly. 

The  elderly  Indian  thought  for  a  mo- 
ment and  then  replied: 

"Everybody  smoke  pipe  of  peace,  but 
everybody  'fraid  to  inhale." 

* 

Win,  Don't  Repel:  A  man  was  walking 
in  the  countryside  with  his  grandson 
when  they  came  across  a  small  land 
turtle. 

The  boy  picked  up  his  find,  examined 
it  and  tried  to  pry  open  the  shell  with  a 
stick.  The  turtle  promptly  pulled  in  its 
head. 

"That  will  never  get  you  anywhere," 
the  grandfather  remarked.  "Let  me  show 
you." 

They  returned  to  the  house,  and  the 
man  put  the  turtle  on  the  warm  hearth. 
A  few  minutes  later,  the  turtle  stuck  out 
its  head  and  feet  and  started  crawling 
toward  the  boy. 

"Never  try  to  force  a  fellow  into  any- 
thing," was  the  grandfather's  observa- 
tion. "Just  warm  him  up  with  a  little 
kindness  and  he'll  probably  respond." 

* 

A  young  friend  of  mine  has  a  Thomas 
Jefferson  haircut,  a  Mark  Twain  mous- 
tache, a  beard  like  Abraham  Lincoln, 
and  wears  glasses  like  Benjamin  Frank- 
lin. He  puts  on  his  Billy  the  Kid  hat  and 
stands  there  in  his  Miles  Standish  boots. 
It  is  hard  for  me  to  believe  that  he  is  a 
member  of  the  NOW  generation. 

-  Lucid  Intervals 
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A  tribute 


Adua  writes  about 

GOULDS 


These  past  two  years  I  taught  in  St. 
Kevin's  School  in  the  community  of 
Goulds,  approximately  six  miles  south 
of  St.  John's,  the  capital  city  of  the 
province  of  Newfoundland. 

Goulds  is  not  a  fishing  village.  In 
distance  it  is  not  far  from  the  Atlantic 
Ocean  and  hills  separate  the  com- 
munity from  the  ocean  coastline. 

Goulds  is  one  of  the  few  places  in 
Newfoundland  where  mixed  farming  is 
possible.  Because  Goulds  is  close  to  St. 
John's,  people  living  there  commute 
daily  to  business.  It  is  also  an  attractive 
place  for  young  families  who  wish  to 


f  Speech  is  like  a  wheel  -  the  longer  the  spoke,  the  greater  the  tire 
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settle  close  to  the  city  but  far  enough 
to  enjoy  the  country. 

St.  Kevin's  School  is  under  the  ad- 
ministration of  the  Sisters  of  Our  Lady 
of  Mercy.  The  enrollment  is  630  pupils 
from  Kindergarten  to  Grade  9  included, 
22  teachers.  Portables  are  being  added 
in  the  near  future  to  make  it  possible  to 
teach  Grade  10. 

Our  educational  system  is  made  up  of 
twelve  Catholic  boards  of  the  Province 
assisted  by  the  Catholic  Education  Com- 
mittee of  Newfoundland  and  Labrador, 
which  serves  as  a  super-board. 

This  Catholic  Committee  was  set  up 
by  the  Government  in  consultation  with 
our  Catholic  leaders.  It's  membership  is 
made  up  of  the  four  Bishops  of  New- 
foundland, one  representative  from  each 
of  the  twelve  School  Boards,  the  execu- 
tive-secretary and  eight  others  appoint- 
ed on  a  proportion  basis  by  the  Bishops. 
This  Committee  is  set  up  by  the  Gov- 
ernment as  official  spokesman  for  the 
Catholics  of  the  Province  in  matters 
educational. 

There  are  two  other  parallel  commit- 
tees: the  Integrated,  representing  the 
Anglican  Church,  the  Salvation  Army 
and  the  United  Church,  and  the  Pente- 
costal Committee. 

The  executive  staff  of  the  three  com- 
mittees all  work  in  the  same  office  area, 
thus  creating  one  of  the  most  interesting 
experiments  in  Ecumenism  in  all  of 
North  America. 

During  the  past  two  years  I  taught 
Grade  1.  This  experience  has  convinced 
me  that  Primary  children  and  especially 
Grade  1,  are  the  best  age-level  children 
to  work  with.  I  enjoy  working  with  little 
ones  and  feel  privileged  to  be  with 
them.  I  realize  the  impact  the  first 
school  years  have  on  a  child's  life.  Little 
ones  absorb  what  the  teacher  says. 

A  funny  incident  happened  one  day 


Sister  Adua's  class 


while  we  were  outside  for  Gym  when  a 
man  under  the  influence  of  alcohol  ap- 
proached us.  Later,  in  the  class  room 
I  tried  to  tell  the  children  that  the  man 
was  perhaps  sick  or  under  the  influence 
of  alcohol,  but  even  if  he  were  under 
the  influence  he  might  have  still  been 
sick,  because  healthy,  happy,  and  con- 
tented people  did  not  drink  excessively. 
A  little  hand  rose.  When  I  asked  him 
what  he  wished  to  say  his  reply  was: 
"Sister,  mammy  told  me  that  daddy  was 
sick  for  nine  years,  but  my  daddy  was 
never  drunk."  ♦ 

Adua  Zampese,  S.O.S. 


%  It  is  better  to  ask  some  of  the  questions  than  to  know  all  the  answers 
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GREY  NUNS  OF  MONTREAL  -  GENERAL  ADMINISTRATION 
9409  Gouin  Blvd.  W.,  Pierrefonds,  Foxboro  910,  Que. 

June  24,  1975. 

Dear  Sister: 

Congratulations  for  the  excellent  magazine.  I  find  that  it  is  wonderful 
and  easy  to  read. 

May  God  continue  to  bless  those  in  charge  of  the  edition. 

Sincerely  in  Christ, 

FLORENCE  NOLIN,  S.G.M. 

DON  BOSCO  SEMINARY 
Poona  Dt.,  India 

23rd  May,  1975. 

The  Editor,  "Field  at  Home": 

Allow  me  to  introduce  myself  to  you  as  the  Spiritual  Director  of  this, 
our  Minor  Seminary.  We  have  130  lads  in  their  High  School  stage,  and 
after  finishing  their  one  year  of  University  we  send  them  ahead.  You  will 
be  glad  to  know  that  last  year  we  sent  1 6  to  the  Novitiate  and  three  to  the 
Diocesan  Seminary,  and  all  of  them  are  there,  thanks  be  to  God.  The 
Superiors  write  saying  that  they  are  doing  well. 

I  would  be  most  grateful  were  you  to  send  us  regularly  a  complimentary 
copy  of  your  esteemed  magazine.  Our  future  priests  and  missionaries 
would  have  an  idea  of  the  great  work  you  are  doing  in  order  to  keep  up 
the  Faith,  among  the  new  generation  with  new  methods. 

Ours  is  a  Retreat  Centre,  and  we  need  books  on  Spiritual  life.  We  would 
be  most  thankful  for  any  that  you  and  your  co-helpers  could  spare.  Do 
please  insert  an  advertisement  in  your  classified  columns,  asking  the  good 
readers  to  send  us  old  religious  books  for  our  Seminary  and  the  Retreat 
Centre.  Old  religious  magazines  would  also  be  most  welcome. 

I  assure  you  our  very  special  prayers  and  the  prayers  of  these  130  mis- 
sionaries, that  God  may  bless  your  work  and  the  work  of  those  assisting 
you.  May  God  send  you  many  and  good  Vocations  in  order  to  continue 
the  great  Apostolate,  which  you  are  carrying  on  with  so  much  zeal  and 
sacrifice. 

Many  thanks. 

Yours  ever  gratefully  in  O.L., 

FR.  CAJETAN  LOBO,  S.D.B. 
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Thanksgiving 

By  TERRY  FISHER 

Thank  you  Father 
For  the  breath  of  life, 
Parental  love  and  care, 
True  and  ever  loyal  friends; 
My  grief  and  joy  to  share. 
My  thanks  for  all  creation, 
Awe  inspiring  and  ever  new; 
Reminding  me  over  and  over, 
My  utter  need  for  you. 
For  forces  too  that  drive  me  on, 
And  driving  smooth  and  mould; 
That  grind,  that  temper  and 

infuse, 
Your  Spirit  in  my  soul. 
But  greater  than  these  blessings 

Lord, 
I  cherish  one  by  far; 
Knowing  You  and  loving  You, 
Because  of  who  You  are. 


YOU  MAY  BE 
A  SISTER 
OF  SERVICE 

if  you  are 

•  over  twenty-one  years 

•  have  professional  or  technical  training 

or 

•  are  in  a  professional  or  technical  training  program 

You  need  good  health,  a  sense  of  humor  and  the  strong 
desire  to  give  yourself  .  .  . 

to  the  service  of  others, 
in  "constant  openness  to  the  Holy  Spirit" 
according  to  the  talents  of  each  and  the  needs  of 
all,  in  constant  search  for  new  forms  of  community 
living  in  an  era  of  permanent  change. 
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There  is  a  story  told  of  how  God  chose  to  reveal  himself  to  a  little  girl: 

"Hi,  I'm  God,"  he  said.  "Do  you  know  who  I  am?"  "Sure,"  said  the 
girl.  "You  are  the  eschatological  entity,  the  Alpha  and  Omega,  the  in- 
finite Being  that  is  omnipotent  and  eternal."  And  God  answered: 
"Are  you  sure  you  have  the  right  person?" 

Language  searches  for  adjectives  that  will  describe  God.  We  com- 
plicate him  with  titles  and  attributes  that  have  filled  volumes.  God  is 
found  in  simplicity. 

-  From  Only  YOU  can  make  YOU  happy 

FATHER  J.  C.  TORMEY 


In  this  day  of  theological  treatises  so  many  people  have  God  so 
wrapped  up  in  semantics  that  they  daren't  try  to  discover  the  real 
"Christ." 

I  recall  reading  a  newspaper  account  of  a  lady  who  received  a  very 
beautifully  wrapped  Christmas  gift.  This  lady  was  so  fascinated  by  the 
artistry  that  she  decided  to  keep  the  gift  in  its  wrappings.  So  after 
many  years  she  still  had  her  parcel,  not  knowing  the  contents  of  same. 

Our  Christmas  celebrations  for  the  most  part  are  lost  in  lurid  in- 
dulgences, salving  our  consciences  by  a  meagre  (in  comparison  with 
the  cost  of  the  liquor  consumed)  donation  to  a  poor  family,  or  such. 

Let  this  be  a  Christmas  with  a  new  set  of  values.  Whose  Birthday 
is  Christmas?  Give  Christ  the  gift  of  your  Love  this  1975  Christmas. 
Why  not  take  of!  all  those  gaudy  baubles,  semantics,  and  put  on  the 
real  Christ?  Then  experience  His  Peace. 

To  all  of  you  a  Very  Happy  Christmas  and  a  peaceful  and  uncom- 
plicated Christian  1976. 
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Prayer  for  Winter 


It's  snowing  our  first  snow,  Lord, 

with  flakes  the  size  of  soap  bubbles 

floating  past  the  window. 

I've  got  the  heat  turned  up 

and  I'm  in  my  wool  sweater, 

so  I  don't  feel  the  cold, 

but  out  there  it's  dropping  fast. 

The  winter  change  is  on  us, 

the  slow  closing  down  of  nature's  world,  * 

turning  everything  indoors.  t 

These  dark  days 

are  perfectly  shaped  for  thinking, 

for  sitting  down  f  «L 

over  a  cup  of  hot  chocolate  and  stirring  myjmblems 

into  order. 
At  least,  Lord, 
that's  how  I  think  of  winter, 
as  a  period  of  hibernation 
and  introspection, 
so  that  when  the  last  snowflake 
vanishes  from  the  ground 
and  the  spring  thaw 
knocks  at  the  sleepingjkoo\ 
I'll  be  ready  with  the  fikt  oMtxe  world 
to  rise  and  start  am 


by  i 


m  Prayers  for 

MAX  PAULI,  C: 


Rhythms  in  the  Rain 

Camp  O'Neill,  Saskatchewan  -  August  14-21, 1975 


Ever  heard  of  a  Music  Camp?  I  had  not, 
but  it  sounded  exciting,  so  with  the  help 
of  several  of  our  Sisters,  I  became  one  of 
the  lucky  participants  in  this  unique  ex- 
perience. About  twenty-four  persons, 
mostly  sisters  of  eight  communities, 
gathered  on  August  14,  1975,  at  Camp 
O'Neill,  about  nine  miles  from  the  little 
town  of  Stockholm,  Saskatchewan.  Sur- 
rounded by  the  beauty  of  the  Qu'Appelle 
Valley  our  little  group  eagerly  tucked 
themselves  into  the  cabins  on  the  shores 
of  Round  Lake;  cabins,  with  such  mean- 
ingful names  as  Sleepy  Hollow,  Jerome's 
Dome,  and  one  very  special  cabin  called 
Crow's  Nest,  into  which  the  S.O.S.  flew 
with  great  delight,  not  knowing  that  to 
roost  here  was  indeed  a  rare  treat  -  and 
as  airy  as  the  real  thing.  Suffice  it  to  say 
that  there  was  quite  a  flutter  when  a  stiff 
breeze  blew  in  off  the  lake  at  3  a.m.!  .  .  . 
and  some  cold  little  chicks  were  glad  to 
see  the  sunrise!  .  .  . 

Upon  arrival  at  the  mess  hall  cold  was 
soon  forgotten  by  reinforcements  of  hot 
coffee  and  a  warm  breakfast  served  un- 
der the  direction  of  the  best  camp  cook 
ever  -  our  own  jolly  smiling  Bernice  An- 
stett,  whom  it  was  difficult  to  catch  with- 
out that  saucy  twinkle  in  her  eye!  Stimu- 
lated by  the  insatiable  appetites  of  many 
would-be  musicians,  Bernice  and  her 
helpers  performed  miracles  in  the  camp 
kitchen,  serving  delicious  and  nourishing 
"originals"  which  would  never  taste  the 
same  elsewhere  .  .  .  freshly  caught  lake 
trout,  innumerable  pots  of  soup  (Sister 


By  Sister  Isabel  Ellis,  S.O.S. 

Jacquie's  specialty),  roasted  turkey,  and 
many  other  foods. 

One  might  say  that  the  weather  co- 
operated in  its  own  way.  Much  of  the 
time  it  rained,  or  blew,  or  blew  and  rain- 
ed. The  camp  is  a  perfect  setting  for  the 
enjoyment  of  the  great  outdoors  in  sun- 
shine for  which  Saskatchewan  is  famous. 
Rowboats  and  canoes  temptingly  ready, 
close  to  the  water's  edge,  it  would  indeed 
have  been  difficult  to  stay  indoors  all  day 
and  every  day  strumming  a  guitar  with 
the  sunshine  calling,  calling  one  outside, 
so  maybe  we  should  thank  the  good 
Lord  for  sending  a  cold  spell  that  sent 
us  hunting  for  the  warmth  around  the 
stove  indoors!  Someone  did  say  that  God 
had  a  sense  of  humour.  I  am  certain  that 
He  intended  us  to  work  -  and  this  is  what 
we  did  under  the  skilful  tuition  of  that 
genius  of  tuneful  inspiration,  Sister 
Anita  Hartman,  whom  I  am  convinced 
the  Great  Musician  keeps  in  his  pocket 
as  His  reedpipe,  taking  her  out  quite  fre- 
quently to  fill  her  with  the  rhythm  and 
joy  of  his  music! 

So  many  memorable  small  happenings 
contributed  to  the  ringing  success  of  this 
whole  project,  I  will  touch  only  upon  the 
highlights.  The  daily  lifting  of  our  spirits 
through  the  intense  concentration  (and 
endurance)  expected  of  us  by  our 
maestro  had  the  disciplining  effect  of 
freeing  us  from  ourselves:  the  music  it- 
self seemed  to  lift  us  above  all  else.  The 
culmination  of  this  was  in  the  celebra- 
tion of  Holy  Mass  in  the  little  Chapel  at 
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the  camp.  Cold  though  it  was,  and  damp, 
the  harmony  and  music  of  the  voices 
arose  from  the  group  of  Sisters  and  girls 
gathered  there,  adding  their  praise  and 
thanksgiving  to  the  holy  sacrifice,  unit- 
ing the  group  in  a  very  special  way  as 
they  shared  this  privilege.  Father  Kulscar 
offered  Mass  for  us,  adding  to  our  reali- 
zation that  we  were  chosen  to  share  this 
beautiful  experience,  sealed  off  in  this 
country  chapel,  by  speaking  to  us  many 
words  of  counsel  and  wisdom  as  he  spoke 
of  the  Holy  Scriptures  and  shared  our 
music.  We  felt  blessed,  indeed! 

One  amusing  episode  may  bear  re- 
counting: It  had  been  arranged  that  the 
group  from  Camp  O'Neill  would  join  a 
group  at  a  nearby  Cana  Family  Camp 
for  a  sing-song.  We  were  to  arrive  there 
about  7  p.m.  Three  cars  filled  with 
people  and  guitars  set  out  following  di- 
rections which  had  been  given  over  the 
telephone  and  then  passed  from  one  per- 
son to  the  other.  No  trouble  at  all  for  the 
first  60  miles,  where  we  were  to  spot  a 
sign,  go  past  it,  then  turn  left,  etc.,  etc. 
Sure,  we  turned  off  the  paved  highway 
into  a  National  Park,  passed  the  sign, 
and  kept  on  going  .  .  .  and  going  .  .  .  and 
going!  The  gravel  road,  churned  up  by 
days  of  heavy  rain,  kept  us  sliding  along, 
either  in  or  out  of  pot-holes,  at  a  snail's 
pace.  Dusk  was  falling,  and  dwellings 
seemed  to  be  few  and  far  between.  At 
each  new  sign,  necks  craned  and  eyes 
strained,  but  no,  'twas  not  the  signl  Up  a 
steep  hill  we  went,  down  the  next;  one 
car  stuck  in  the  mud  -  we  found  the 
other  cars  had  caught  up  -  on  went  the 
cortege.  Around  the  bend,  hopefully. 
Alas,  new  trouble!  Here  we  found  a  large 
herd  of  singularly  stupid  cows  grouped 
in  the  roadway,  which  in  spite  of  horn- 
honking  (on  our  part!)  and  all  manner 
of  dodging  tactics,  persistently  walked 
or  ran  in  front  of  the  cars  for  miles! 
Eventually,  all  three  cars  stopped  -  all 


realized  we  had  lost  the  way.  Back  we 
went,  eventually  finding  the  Cana  Camp 
at  about  8:30  p.m.  The  group  gathered 
there  had  given  us  up.  It  did  not  take 
long  before  things  were  being  organized, 
and  a  welcome  given  us.  There  were 
many  children  and  adults,  each  of  whom 
had  an  instrument  -  tambourine,  record- 
er, malacca,  etc.  Pretty  soon  they  were 
all  sitting  in  a  circle  .  .  .  and  the  singing 
beganl  Well,  you  would  have  to  hear  it 
to  be  impressed  at  the  wonder  of  all 
those  folks  making  music.  We  sang  and 
played  all  of  our  favourites,  and  the 
other  group  taught  us  theirs.  Soon  the 
time  came  to  leave;  our  group  then  stood 
up  and  sang  our  parting  song,  Hail  Mary, 
an  original,  composed  by  Sister  Leona 
Hartman,  S.M.S.;  and  we  left  for  Camp 
O'Neill  and  bed. 

At  9  a.m.  Sister  Anita  Hartman  had  us 
all  hard  at  it.  We  eagerly  fell  to,  knock- 
ing out  on  our  guitars,  learning  the  new 
and  difficult  strums  which  seemed  so 
simple  to  Sisters  Anita  Hartman  and 
Patsy  Flynn,  our  pros!  Each  day  the  drill 
persisted,  and  each  day  proved  that  we 
could  do  something  more,  which,  with 
practice,  would  enable  us  to  recreate  the 
accompaniments  shown  to  us  by  our 
teachers.  Enthusiasm  ran  high:  no  one 
seemed  to  tire  of  the  drills  or  the  prac- 
tice necessary  -  marvellous!  Most  of  all, 
Sister  Anita,  the  moving  spirit  behind  all 
this  enthusiasm,  never  flagged,  never 
spared  herself,  and  always  we  knew 
there  was  more;  far  more  that  she  had 
to  give  if  only  we  could  have  been  able 
to  absorb  more. 

Then  there  was  Sister  Patsy's  Port- 
raits. Because  Nature  surrounded  us  in 
rain  and  mist,  Sister  Patsy  found  her  sub- 
jects in  the  music  room.  As  we  strum- 
med Sister  Patsy  sat  quietly  on  the  side- 
lines drawing  portraits,  first  in  pencil, 
then  in  colours. 

The  responsibility  for  good  order  and 
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the  general  running  of  the  camp  was  un- 
dertaken by  Joe  and  Theresa  Potyondi,  a 
couple  who  live  at  the  place  during  the 
summer  months.  Always  cheerful,  atten- 
tive and  caring,  Joe  and  Theresa  added 
much  to  our  stay.  One  day,  Sister  Patsy 
told  Theresa  she  was  going  to  draw  Joe's 
portrait;  well  .  .  .  was  she  pleased!  The 
portrait  was  a  masterpiece!  (Theresa 
told  me  so.)  Then  Sister  Patsy  sketched 
Theresa.  So  the  two  portraits  hung  on 
the  wall  facing  each  other,  as  Joe  and 
his  wife  spoke  of  framing  them  for  their 
children. 

I  think  about  the  Assumption  Day  Pil- 
grimage to  Kaposvar,  an  historical  spot 
for  the  many  Hungarians  who  have 
settled  in  this  area.  For  that  afternoon 
only  the  sun  blazed  out  upon  us  as  we 
sat  all  dressed  up  with  four  sweaters  un- 
der our  coats.  A  buffet  supper  was  serv- 


ed to  the  hundreds  of  persons  who  came, 
and  the  food  was  home-cooked  and  de- 
licious. 

It  was  decided  to  cut  a  tape  with  each 
person  singing  something.  Our  recording 
studio  was  a  room  about  10  feet  square 
at  the  back  of  the  mess  hall.  Can  you 
imagine  24  persons  crammed  into  this 
little  space,  and  singing  both  in  unison 
and  solo?  We  start .  . .  play  back  . . .  start 
again.  What  an  experience  !  This  was  real 
togetherness  .  .  . 

Reliving  this  joyous  experience,  such 
as  Sister  Bernice's  picnic  supper,  Sister 
Anita's  dancing  classes  for  cold  people 
(Quilts!  Did  someone  say  quilts?). 
Strumm  .  .  .  strumm,  canoe  rides.  It 
was  the  first  of  its  kind.  Please  God  there 
will  be  many  more  occasions  in  which 
we  can  share  in  giving  glory  to  the 
Father  in  this  resounding  way.  ♦ 


When  I  Was  Lost        By  Jim  Tunney  (11  years) 


About  1 8  years  ago  when  I  was  working  in  the  office  at  our  hospital  in  Edson, 
Alberta,  a  lady  of  a  nomadic  tribe  of  Indians  from  Entrance  was  discharged 
Her  husband  could  not  pay  the  bill  of  $95,  but  said  he  would  be  back  in  the 
spring  to  pay  it.  (This  was  before  our  Alberta  Health  Services  plan,  and  the 
patient  was  responsible  for  his  own  bill. ) 

Ordinarily  this  meant  a  write-off.  But  this  was  not  the  case  with  our  nomads. 
One  bright  May  day  Pete  came  in  and  paid  his  bill  in  full,  then  asked  how 
much  he  owed  the  doctor.  After  a  telephone  inquiry  to  the  Medical  Centre  I 
was  able  to  tell  Pete  and  then  he  paid  this  account  also  in  full.  On  turning  this 
amount  over  to  Doctor  Begg,  the  doctor  said,  "This  restores  my  faith  in  human 
nature." 

The  following  story,  which  is  true  and  happened  just  this  past  summer,  is 
included  here  to  help  us  restore  our  faith  in  Canadian  teenagers.  I  am  sure 
they  will  not  be  found  wanting  in  time  of  crisis.  Let  the  news  media  publish 
more  about  accomplishments  of  our  future  leaders  instead  of  using  the  "devil's 
pet  walking  stick,"  gloom,  pessimism  and  despair. 

Hats  off,  everybody,  to  our  Youth.  The  Editor. 


It  all  started  August  22,  1975,  which     us  at  our  cottage,  wanted  me  to  show 

happened  to  be  my  brother  Tom's  birth-     him  where  a  fire  was  burning. 

day.  My  cousin,  Mike,  who  was  visiting        We  went  in  the  dinghy,  paddling  as 
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far  as  the  Berglund's,  where  we  decided 
to  dock.  We  walked  to  the  fire  the  rest 
of  the  way.  It  was  still  smouldering  with 
an  occasional  flame.  Mike  thought  it  was 
serious,  so  he  asked  me  to  rush  to  tell 
my  dad.  So  I  said  that  I'd  take  a  short- 
cut home. 

I  was  going  all  right  until  I  missed  the 
path  that  led  to  the  dinghy  and  wandered 
a  little  way.  It  was  then  that  I  knew  I 
was  lost  but  I  didn't  announce  it  to  Mike 
for  fear  that  he  would  panic.  After  a 
while  Mike  sensed  that  we  were  lost  and 
started  to  panic  just  as  I  was  doing.  He 
said  that  going  north  would  lead  us  to 
the  water.  I  didn't  believe  him  but  went 
with  him.  We  must  have  travelled  a 
mile  before  Mike  finally  agreed  with  me. 
We  travelled  the  opposite  direction 
which  was  unknown  to  us  for  we  had 
turned  and  twisted  so  many  times.  I 
asked  Mike,  who  had  a  watch,  the  time. 
Eight  o'clock  came  the  reply.  I  had  a 
feeling  that  my  brother,  Brant,  was  then 
watching  The  Six  Million  Dollar  Man 
on  TV.  For  the  next  hour  we  were  think- 
ing what  would  happen  if  we  died. 

Each  gully  we  came  to  we  thought  was 
some  sort  of  body  of  water.  Then  to  our 
joy  we  saw  a  stream.  We  drank  some 
water  and  decided  to  make  the  stream 
our  headquarters.  Once  we  lost  the 
stream  but  we  found  it  again.  We  fol- 


lowed the  stream  through  dense  forests 
and  muddy  swamps  to  find  its  source.  I 
had  a  problem  of  stepping  in  mud  while 
Mike  seemed  to  float  above  the  mud.  I 
became  convinced  that  the  stream  would 
not  lead  to  Lake  Rheaume  so  we  headed 
in  the  opposite  direction.  We  got  ex- 
cited about  an  occasional  helicopter  or 
plane. 

It  was  getting  dark  so  we  decided  to 
try  to  get  some  sleep.  I  had  a  quarter  in 
my  pocket  which  I  threw  away  to  prove 
to  Mike  that  money  was  worthless.  It 
was  a  cold  night  for  our  light  clothing. 
Therefore  we  had  a  hard  time  getting  to 
sleep.  I  was  to  take  the  first  shift  when 
we  heard  this  siren  wailing  again  and 
again.  (We  learned  later  that  it  was  the 
police  trying  to  find  us. ) 

Then  we  heard  human  voices.  We 
yelled  and  yelled  until  our  throats  were 
aching.  We  decided  to  stay  put  because 
we  weren't  sure  from  which  direction 
the  noises  were  coming.  Suddenly  we 
heard  voices  which  were  a  lot  closer  than 
the  other  voices.  They  were  the  voices 
of  the  persons  who  finally  rescued  us. 
They  were  a  group  of  teenagers.  Two  of 
them  put  Mike  and  me  on  their  shoul- 
ders and  followed  the  stream  until  they 
reached  their  boats.  They  drove  us  to 
the  cottage  of  a  man  named  Alley, 
where  they  took  good  care  of  us.  My 
parents  found  us  there  and  brought  us  to 
our  cottage  where  we  at  last  got  to  sleep 
about  two  o'clock  in  the  morning.  ♦ 
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The  Mother  House 


S.O.S.  Headquarters  - 

10  Montcrest  Boulevard,  Toronto 


An  informal  look-in  at  one  of  our  weekly  Bible  Study 
sessions  under  the  direction  of  Sister  F.  Coffey 


AN  ANNUAL  OUTING 
TO  THE  MARTYRS' 
SHRINE  AT  MIDLAND 


A  stop  en  route  to  Midland: 
Front  row:  Sisters  F.  Coffey, 
M.  Grace,  V.  Gillis, 
J.  Schafhauser,  P.  Coates 
and  C.  Graf.  Back  row: 
Miss  Peggy  McFadden 
(Associate),  Sisters  M. 
Reansbury  and  A.  Coughlan 


The  church  at  Martyrs'  Shrine 


Looking  towards  Fort  Ste.  Marie 
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A  WEEKLY  EVENT ...  A  VISIT  TO  A  HOME  FOR  THE  AGED 


Tribute  to 
Father  Daniel 
G.  J.  Ehman  c.ss.r. 

By  Sister  Pauline  Coates 


"I  will  tell  George  all  about  you  when  I  get  'up  there'.'"  These  were  the  last 
words  of  Father  Dan  Ehman  when  he  phoned  us  in  July  to  bid  us  goodbye 
before  leaving  Toronto,  knowing  that  perhaps  he  would  never  again  see 
the  Sisters  he  loved  and  who  loved  him. 

The  George  he  speaks  of  is  the  Reverend  George  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  co- 
founder  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  who  died  about  nineteen  years  ago. 
Father  Ehman  was  a  frequent  visitor  to  the  Novitiate  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  in  the  early  days  of  our  Community,  offering  the  sacrifice  of  the 
Mass  and  giving  us  spiritual  guidance.  His  understanding  and  deep  sense 
of  humour  helped  many  of  us  over  what  seemed  to  us  then  to  be  very 
serious  problems. 

When  the  Redemptorist  Fathers  started  the  work  with  the  German 
people  who  were  arriving  in  Toronto  in  the  early  thirties,  the  Sisters  of 
Service  were  invited  to  share  in  this  work.  The  first  was  Sister  Kathleen 
Schenck,  followed  by  Sister  Domitilla  Morrison  and  myself.  Later  Father 
Ehman  was  named  the  Director  of  the  Catholic  Settlement  House,  as  it 
was  known  at  that  time. 

It  was  then  we  learned  of  Father's  great  generosity  and  love  for  the 
poor.  Ever  kind  and  understanding  with  the  children  and  Sisters  who 
worked  with  him,  never  saving  himself  when  parents  and  young  people 
were  in  difficulties,  always  ready  with  kindly  advice,  a  cheery  smile  and 
with  a  parting  "God  Love  You." 

We  Sisters  of  Service  who  knew  Father  Ehman  have  very  fond  memor- 
ies of  him,  and  now  he  is  not  with  us  we  know  these  memories  will  inspire 
us  to  pray  for  his  quick  entry  into  the  happiness  of  heaven  and  enjoyment 
of  the  Redeemer  whom  he  served  so  well.  ♦ 
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Pilgrim's  Progress 


By  Sister  Margaret  Denis,  S.O.S. 


It  was  a  so-so  July  morning.  In  the 
midst  of  the  usual  scramble  to  pull 
myself  and  my  belongings  together,  the 
phone  rang. 

"Long  distance  for  Sister  Margaret 
Denis." 

"Sister  Denis  speaking." 

"This  is  the  Canadian  Catholic 
Conference  calling  to  enquire  if  you  are 
free  the  week  of  October  13-19  to 
attend  a  seminar  on  behalf  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  in  Rome." 

Sotto  voice:  "...  mutter-mutter- 
mutter  .  . .  another  meeting!  ...  a  whole 
week  . . .  where  can  I  squeeze  this  time? 
. . .  Hey!  Did  you  say  ROME?" 


And  so,  last  October  Father  Jacques 
Johnson,  O.M.I.  (Falher,  Alberta), 
Sister  Yvette  Barriault,  S.C.  (Hautrive, 
P.Q.) ,  and  myself  left  Montreal  for  the 
Eternal  City.  We  had  been  selected  by 
the  Canadian  Bishops  to  attend  a  World 
Encounter  of  Missionary  Catechists 
sponsored  by  the  Sacred  Congregation 
for  the  Evangelization  of  Peoples 
(formerly  known  as  the  Propagation  of 
the  Faith) .  Thus  began  one  of  the  most 
significant  religious  experiences  of  my 
life. 

Upon  arrival  in  Rome  we  reported  to 
the  Propaganda  Fidei  Office  and  were 
assigned  our  living  accommodation  and 


Sister  Denis  is  a  national  consultant  for  religious  education  among  Native  People 


Pilgrim  catechists  gathered  outside  the  Basilica  of  St.  Mary  Major.  The  Canadian 
delegation  is  in  the  third  row  from  the  front:  Father  Jacques  Johnson,  O.M.I. , 
Sister  Denis  (with  cross),  Sister  Yvette  Barriault  (to  the  right  of  the  Bishop  in  front) 
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given  the  program.  True  to  our  cerebral 
background  (a  professional  hazard),  we 
were  slightly  shocked  (to  express  it 
politely)  to  see  that  the  program  for  the 
week  consisted  most  of,  what  at  first 
glance  was,  sightseeing.  This  was  the 
first  of  our  mistaken  preconceptions.  At 
the  end  of  the  first  day  we  realized  with 
awe  that  we  were  privileged  partakers 
in  a  pilgrimage  -  a  week-long  prayer  of 
movement,  supplication  and  sharing  - 
highlighted  by  prayerful  visits  to  the 
four  major  basilicas  of  St.  Peter's,  St. 


Mary  Major,  St.  John  Lateran,  and 
St.  Paul  Outside  the  Walls. 

To  share  with  the  reader  what  this 
meant  and  continues  to  mean  cannot  be 
done  in  any  logical  or  linear  fashion. 
Its  meaning  lies  in  certain  vignettes,- 
little  pictures,  little  moments  through 
which  the  Spirit  touched  the  depths  of 
our  being. 

Certainly  the  most  moving  factor  was 
the  people  with  whom  we  shared  the 
pilgrimage  -  some  450  catechists  from 
mission  countries  all  over  the  world.  Of 


Cardinal  Rossi  of  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  the  Evangelization  of  Peoples  addressed 
missionary  catechists  from  all  over  the  world.  Sister  Denis  is  in  plaid  coat, 
in  the  third  row  from  the  top,  under  the  arrow 


these,  267  were  from  Africa,  162  from 
Asia,  46  from  America  (Latin  America 
and  Canada) ,  eight  from  Oceania,  and 
one  from  Europe.  Most  of  these 
catechists  were  lay  men  and  women, 
many  of  whom  had  dedicated  themselves 
local  catechists  from  20  to  45  years. 
Due  perhaps  to  some  misinterpretation 
of  terminology,  both  Canada  and 
Norway  sent  their  "professionals"  rather 
than  the  local  lay  catechist.  We 
"professionals"  were  enriched  beyond 
description  by  the  simplicity  and 


commitment  of  our  brother  catechists. 
Many  of  these  people  had  to  borrow 
shoes  and  clothes  for  this  meeting. 

The  Canadian  delegation  was 
privileged  to  share  our  pilgrimage  with 
some  50  catechists  from  many  parts  of 
Africa.  The  presence  of  these  people 
suggested  to  us  that  while  in  Canada  we 
have  done  a  fairly  good  job  of  develop- 
ing religious  educators  or  teachers  of 
religion,  we  have  barely  begun  to 
develop  the  role  of  catechist.  Our 
national  preoccupation  with  schools, 


Pope  Paul 


structures  and  programs  was  embarrass- 
ing. In  conversation  with  a  catechist 
from  Kenya,  I  asked,  "What  program 
do  you  use?"  He  looked  at  me  in  utter 
astonishment.  "Program!  Why,  the 


Gospel,  of  course!"  Hmmm.  Of  course. 
I  have  often  heard  it  said  that  the  future 
of  the  Church  lies  in  Africa.  This,  I 
believe.  And  the  day  will  come  when 
Africa  will  send  missionaries  to  us  so 
that  we  may  once  again  get  in  touch 
with  Gospel  living. 


Some  memorable  pictures  . . . 


■  Entering  the  Holy  Door  of  the  Basilica 
of  St.  Paul  Outside  the  Walls:  An 
African  catechist  begins  to  chant  Credo 
in  Unum  Deum  ...  the  chant  swells  as 
the  whole  group  processes  through  the 
nave  of  St.  Paul's  . . .  other  pilgrims  and 
tourists  joined  in  the  chant . . .  brothers 
and  sisters  from  all  over  the  world 
united  in  one  belief. 

■  In  St.  Peter's  Square  with  150,000 
people  for  a  Papal  Audience :  We  mis- 
sionary catchists  were  privileged  to  have 
front  seats.  Suddenly  a  red  and  white 
figure  enters  the  square.  Pope  Paul  is 
utterly  dynamic  -  hardly  still  for  a 
moment.  His  body  language  is  com- 
pletely outgoing  and  somehow  he 
manages  to  reach  out  and  to  contact 
with  the  entire  150,000.  Only  one  word 
can  express  his  presence  -  life-giving  -  a 
truly  holy  father. 


Sister  Denis  in  front  of  the  Basilica  of  Distribution  of  the  Eucharist 

St.  Paul  Outside  the  Walls  in  St.  Peter's  Square 
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■  In  St.  Peter's  Square  with  300,000 
people  gathered  for  the  Beatification  of 
Bishop  DeMazenod,  the  Oblate  Father: 
A  sea  of  faces  as  far  as  you  can  see  . . . 
each  tiny  dot  a  unique  universe  in  itself 

. .  .  somehow  you  feel  in  touch  with  the 
whole  world.  At  Communion  time, 
over  200  priests  with  ciboriums  disperse 
through  the  crowd.  Close-by,  I  saw  the 
priest  hold  up  the  Bread  of  Life  and  a 
circle  of  hands  -  black  hands  and  white 
hands  -  reach  out  to  be  fed.  "This  is 
My  Body." 

■  The  austere  central  hall  of  the  College 
of  the  Propaganda  Fidei  rocking  with 
African  energy  -  pulsating  drums,  deep 
rhythmical  chants  and  dancing  beyond 
description  -  one  man  even  dancing 

on  his  head  . . . 


A  pilgrimage  is  a  primitive  human  act  - 
you  leave  your  land,  your  familiar 
habitat  and  travel  to  a  Holy  Spot,  a 
source  of  life.  You  feel  insecure  because 
of  the  unknown  and  the  unfamiliar.  The 
essential  spirit  is  one  of  supplication, 
of  pleading  -  that  of  a  person  in  need, 
with  hands  outstretched.  We  three 
Canadians  do  not  know  why  we,  rather 
than  many,  many  other  people,  were 
given  this  grace.  The  reason  does  not 
really  matter.  What  matters  is  that 
while  "in  transit,"  we  were,  like  St.  Paul, 
knocked  off  our  horses,  and  like  St. 
Paul  too,  we  met  the  risen  Lord 
through  his  humble  messengers.  We 
travelled,  in  a  real  sense,  to  the  source 
of  Life  and  were  met  by  Life :  "I  have 
come  that  they  may  have  Life  and  have 
it  more  abundantly."  ♦ 


At  the  Beatification  of 
Bishop  De  Mazenod 
in  St.  Peter's  Square 


The  delegation  of  Missionary 
Catechists  from  Upper  Volta 


One  of  the  younger  catechists  from 
Tanzania  cared  for  the  "Old  Man" 
in  large  crowds 
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for  the 


ST.  JOSEPH 

The  Man  Who  Brought  Up  Jesus  By  Frank  Lee,  C.Ss.R. 

St.  Joseph  is  like  when  you  have  been  running  around  all  day,  and  your  mother 
finally  catches  up  with  you,  throws  you  in  the  tub,  and  you  get  all  clean  and 
dressed,  and  then  you  sit  in  a  nice,  cool  room  and  look  at  your  most  favorite 
picture  book.  Everything  is  quiet  and  peaceful,  with  a  soft  light  around  the 
edges. 

That  is  St.  Joseph.  When  you  start  thinking  about  him,  you  close  the  door  on 
all  kinds  of  things,  like  cold  wars  and  hot  wars,  atom  bombs,  and  newspapers 
full  of  robbery  and  murder.  You  just  sort  of  see  a  tall,  quiet  man  leaning  over 
his  carpenter's  bench.  His  hair  is  getting  a  little  gray  around  the  edges,  and  the 
sweat  glistens  on  his  brow  as  he  straightens  up. 

"Mary,  where's  the  Infant?" 

"Oh,  goodness!"  says  our  Lady  from  the  kitchen.  "He  was  here  just  a  minute 
ago.  I  thought  he  crawled  in  to  watch  you.  Wait  a  minute.  Here  he  is  ...  he 
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can't  get  up  the  doorsteps.  Come  here,  you  poor  Darling."  And  this  very  beauti- 
ful woman  swishes  up  her  tiny  God  in  her  arms  and  gives  him  a  good,  sound 
kiss. 

The  big  man  smiles.  God  has  made  him  protector  of  these  two.  They  love 
him,  obey  him.  Of  course,  he  adores  them  and  would  die  for  them  with  a  song 
on  his  lips. 

This  is  Joseph.  He  did  not  know  it,  but  his  name  would  be  in  our  Bible  some 
day.  Oh,  the  Bible  would  not  say  very  much  about  him.  It  would  just  tell  us 
that  God  chose  him  to  be  the  husband  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  the  foster 
father  and  guardian  of  our  Lord.  But  the  Bible  does  say  one  special  thing  about 
him.  It  calls  him  a  just  man.  Do  you  know  what  that  means  No,  it  does  not 
mean  that  he  kept  from  cheating  and  paid  his  bills.  It  means  that  all  right,  but 
it  means  worlds  besides  that.  In  the  days  when  the  Bible  was  written,  the  word 
just  means  good  and  honourable  and  pure  and  loyal.  And  that  will  do  for  a  per- 
fect picture  of  St.  Joseph. 

"Mary,  where's  the  Baby?  Forgive  me,  Mary.  I  know  he  is  sleeping  there,  but  I 
am  all  confused.  You  must  wake  him  and  dress  him.  We  have  to  go  on  a  long 
journey,  Mary.  The  Father  in  heaven  sent  an  angel  to  me  this  night  to  warn  us 
that  King  Herod  wants  to  kill  the  young  Jesus.  Quick,  my  dear,  there  is  no  time 
to  lose.  I  will  get  the  donkey  ready.  Mary  ...  the  angel  said  that  we  must  go  all 
the  way  to  Egypt." 

I  guess  there  were  tears  in  Mary's  eyes  that  night.  After  all,  a  mother  is  a 
mother,  and  her  baby  is  her  baby,  even  though  he  is  God's  Son,  too.  Nowadays, 
when  a  mother  takes  her  baby  out  for  a  weekend  holiday,  she  packs  the  back 
of  the  car  with  clothes  and  blankets  and  thingamajigs  until  there  is  hardly  room 
for  the  baby.  But  Mary  had  to  leave  almost  everything  behind.  Just  take  a  blan- 
ket or  two,  some  clothing,  and  then  hurry  out  into  the  cold  night  with  her  pre- 
cious Child  in  her  arms.  Believe  me,  our  Lady  felt  pretty  blue  that  night,  to  say 
the  least. 

But  poor  St.  Joseph!  He  must  have  felt  still  worse.  After  all,  you  can  get  a 
little  nervous  taking  care  of  God's  Son  for  him,  with  God  sort  of  watching  over 
your  shoulder  to  see  how  you  are  doing.  But,  of  course,  this  trip  was  God's 
idea,  and  Joseph  had  plenty  of  trust  in  God.  And  then  there  was  the  Blessed 
Mother,  too,  whom  he  was  supposed  to  be  protecting,  and  here  he  was,  leading 
her  out  on  a  donkey,  at  midnight,  through  miles  and  miles  of  King  Herod's 
country. 

So  he  plodded  along,  while  he  remembered  another  time  that  he  had  led  her 
on  a  donkey.  It  was  that  wonderful  first  Christmas.  Actually,  it  had  not  been  so 
wonderful  at  first.  By  the  time  he  got  to  Bethlehem  that  day,  there  had  been  no 
place  to  stay.  You  see,  the  Roman  emperor  had  conquered  Bethlehem  and 
Jerusalem  and  everything,  and  he  wanted  to  know  just  how  many  people  he  had 
conquered,  so  they  all  had  to  go  back  to  their  hometown  and  sign  up.  It  seems 
that  Bethlehem  was  full  of  old  hometowners  that  evening,  and  Joseph  just  could 


f  "The  cheerful  man  will  do  more  in  the  same  time,  will  do  it  better,  will  persevere 
in  it  longer,  than  the  sad  or  sullen."  -  Thos.  Carlyle,  1840 
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not  find  rooms  anywhere.  He  must  have  felt  like  lots  of  us  do  sometimes  -  that 
we  just  can't  do  anything  right.  There  he  was!  He  was  supposed  to  be  protect- 
ing Mary,  and  he  could  not  even  find  her  a  cot.  And  along  with  that,  the  Infant 
would  soon  be  born,  and  here  he  was,  finally  leading  Mary  and  the  donkey  out 
to  an  old  stable  for  the  night. 

But  it  had  all  ended  so  beautifully.  The  lovely  Baby  Jesus  was  born  into  the 
world,  and  the  angels  sang  Glory  be  to  God  in  the  Highest  as  if  they  had  writ- 
ten it  themselves.  (Well,  maybe  they  did  at  that. ) 

*  *  * 

Tonight  was  a  lot  different  from  that  Christmas  night.  All  the  way  to  Egypt!  Not 
ten  million  angels  singing  a  glorious  welcome  to  the  Christ  Child,  but  just  one 
angel  with  those  cold  words,  "Take  the  Child  and  his  Mother  and  fly  into 
Egypt."  Not  the  tiny  Prince  of  Peace  sitting  on  the  royal  throne  of  his  Mother's 
lap,  receiving  the  wonderful  gifts  of  the  three  kings,  but  a  whimpering  little 
Baby  in  terrible  flight  from  a  king  whose  heart  was  bad. 

And  now  Joseph  wondered  what  was  ahead  of  them.  Could  he  get  a  job  in 
Egypt?  What  language  did  they  speak  over  there?  Would  he  find  a  place  for 
them  to  live?  He  was  not  a  very  proud  protector  that  night.  He  was  only  Joseph, 
the  just  man,  putting  his  chest  to  the  night  wind,  wiping  away  a  tear  with  his 
sleeve.  The  cold  air  can  sting  quite  a  bit,  Joseph,  or  .  .  .  maybe  you  are  crying 
just  a  little,  too? 

*  *  * 

"Mary,  where's  the  Boy?" 

The  sweet  years  of  infancy  are  gone  now.  Mary  and  Joseph  had  taken  our 
young  Lord  to  the  great  city  of  Jerusalem  so  that  they  could  go  to  the  temple 
for  a  great  feast  day. 

And  now  it  was  the  old  story  again.  "Mary,  where  is  the  Boy?" 

"Oh,  my  goodness,  Joseph.  I  thought  he  was  with  you." 

They  were  on  their  way  back  home  from  the  temple  in  Jerusalem,  and  each 
one  thought  that  Jesus  was  with  the  other  one,  and  once  more  Joseph,  the 
protector,  began  to  wonder  what  the  Father  in  heaven  thought  of  him  for  losing 
his  only  Son  somewhere  back  in  the  big  city. 

Poor  Joseph!  Back  he  goes,  searching  everywhere  for  the  Child,  and  now  and 
then  he  looks  at  Mary  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye,  sort  of  wondering  what  she 
thinks  of  this  big  protector  of  hers,  who  could  not  keep  that  eye  on  one  Child. 
Surely  Mary  knew  it  was  not  Joseph's  fault,  but  just  the  same  she  was  worried. 
She  knew  her  Child  was  very  obedient  and  thoughtful,  and  so  there  must  be 
something  pretty  serious  that  made  him  stay  back  in  Jerusalem. 

And  it  was  pretty  serious.  Oh,  they  found  the  Christ  Child  all  right,  explain- 
ing the  Bible  to  some  old  gentlemen  who  were  listening  with  their  mouths  wide 
open  at  the  great  wisdom  of  this  young  Boy.  But  the  serious  part  was  his  answer 
when  his  parents  told  him  that  they  had  been  searching  for  him  with  great  sor- 
row. Our  Lord  looked  at  them  and  said: 

"Did  you  not  know  that  I  must  be  about  my  Father's  business?" 


f  There  was  a  cross-eyed  discus  thrower  who  never  set  any  records  but  he  sure 
kept  the  crowd  on  its  toes.  -  Lucid  Intervals 
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And  Mary  looked  into  his  eyes.  Yes,  she  knew.  She  had  known  since  the  day 
she  had  told  the  angel  Gabriel  that  she  would  be  the  Mother  of  this  young  God. 
And  St.  Joseph  bowed  his  head.  Yes,  he  knew.  He  felt  that  this  was  not  their 
Boy  any  more.  He  had  always  known  it  had  to  come,  but,  oh,  how  deeply  it 
hurt!  The  heavenly  Father  had  given  them  this  Christ  Child  for  a  while,  but  now 
this  Child's  mind  was  running  ahead  to  the  day  when  he  would  begin  to  work  at 
his  Father's  business.  And  that  business  was  to  save  the  world.  He  could  not 
belong  only  to  Mary  and  Joseph  any  more;  he  belonged  to  the  people;  he  be- 
longed to  the  endless  millions  of  Christians  who  would  follow  him  even  to 
death;  he  belonged  to  Calvary  and  his  Cross. 

Quietly  they  all  returned  home. 

*       *  * 

"Mary,  where  is  he?" 
"He  is  here,  Joseph." 
"I  am  here,  my  father." 

"It  is  well.  My  eyes  fade,  my  dear  Jesus,  my  dear  Mary.  Let  me  look  upon 
you  for  this  last  time.  Was  ever  a  man  so  blessed  at  his  death  to  be  surrounded 
by  his  Child,  who  is  God's  Son,  and  his  spouse,  who  is  his  Queen?  Ours  was  a 
poor  life,  my  dear  ones,  but,  oh,  how  rich  was  I  to  live  that  life  with  you!  And 
so  shall  all  men  and  women  and  children  be  rich  for  all  time  to  come  if  they 
humbly  seek  to  live  their  lives  with  you.  It  is  well.  The  heavenly  Father  has 
honoured  his  poor  old  servant,  for  I  was  the  first  of  millions  to  find  Jesus 
through  Mary. 

"I  am  at  peace.  But  I  stop  a  moment  at  the  final  gate  and  look  back  through 
the  years.  Do  you  remember  that  Christmas,  Mary?  That  song  the  angels  sang? 
I  hear  it  again,  Mary,  I  hear  it  again! 

"And  the  Egypt  years.  The  Nazareth  years.  Did  you  know  I  was  pretty  ner- 
vous, dear  Jesus,  when  I  saw  my  young  God  pick  up  a  saw  for  the  first  time?  Oh, 
but  I  feared  for  your  fingers.  And  then  I  would  say  to  myself,  'Joseph,  do  you 
realize  that  you  just  spent  the  last  half  hour  telling  the  Master  of  the  world  how 
to  saw  a  piece  of  wood?' 

"And  the  little  donkey.  Hah!  Between  us,  we  managed  to  carry  a  very  sweet 
burden." 

A  smile  spread  over  the  just  man's  face,  and  the  carpenter's  rough  hands 
grew  forever  quiet  in  the  hands  of  Jesus  and  Mary. 
No  wonder  that  he  is  the  patron  of  a  happy  death. 

Now  go  to  sleep,  quietly.  ♦ 


NONE  OF  US  CAN  BEND  HISTORY 

Few  will  have  the  greatness  to  bend  history  itself,  but  each  of  us  can  work 
to  change  a  small  portion  of  events,  and  in  the  total  of  all  these  acts  will  be 
written  the  history  of  this  generation.  -  Robert  F.  Kennedy 
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KELLY'S 

FLASHBACK  by  Mrs.  Margaret  C.  Law,  nee  Kelly 

Nineteen- twenty-three  Dorchester  Street  West,  Montreal,  always  seemed  like 
home  to  me.  I  don't  know  why,  unless  perhaps  because  I  had  learned  of  it  long 
before  I  went  to  live  there.  For  by  a  strange  coincidence,  an  aunt  of  mine  years 
before  had  worked  in  the  house  while  in  the  employ  of  Lord  Shaughnessy,  one 

time  President  of  the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway 
and  a  previous  owner  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
Residence  in  Montreal.  My  mother  had  often 
related  stories  to  me,  of  life  in  the  big  house 
during  the  days  of  the  Shaughnessy  family,  when 
well-known  personalities  such  as  the  Prince  of 
Wales  (later  the  Duke  of  Windsor)  were  enter- 
tained. No  doubt  in  those  days  the  way  of  life 
would  be  somewhat  similar  to  that  depicted  in 
the  current  television  series,  Upstairs,  Down- 
stairs, for  these  were  the  times  of  two  distinct 
classes  of  society  -  upper  class  and  lower  class. 

When  I  arrived  at  the  Sisters  of  Service  Resi- 
dence however,  in  1948,  this  way  of  life  had 
gone  forever  and  what  I  found  was  different.  I 
found  a  large  comfortable  home  filled  with  girls,  from  several  walks  of  life  - 
career  women,  students  and  a  few  who  needed  care  and  protection. 

What  do  I  remember?  Well,  perhaps  my  first  memory  is  of  the  delicious  sense 
of  warmth  and  comfort  (intermingled  with  the  smell  of  fresh  floor  wax)  that 
enveloped  one  as  one  crossed  the  threshold  after  struggling  through  a  Montreal 
blizzard.  It  was  like  a  security  blanket. 

Exploring  in  the  big  house  with  my  friend,  Terry  Fisher,  is  another  memory, 
for  being  of  a  somewhat  curious  nature  (and  still  children  at  heart)  the  base- 
ment in  particular  fascinated  us.  There  seemed  to  be  so  many  rooms  there 
containing  an  assortment  of  furniture,  bric-a-brac,  etc,  that  it  never  failed  to 
delight  us.  Needless  to  say,  Sister  Black  never  learned  of  our  forays  into  the 
inner  regions! 

Social  life  was  plentiful  at  1923.  We  held  dances,  bowling,  sing-songs,  out- 
ings to  various  places  of  interest,  such  as  Ausable  Chasm,  New  York,  Trapp 
Family  Singers  Camp  at  Stowe,  Vermont,  Cap  de  Madeleine,  etc.,  and  a  drama 
group.  No  question  about  it,  the  club  filled  a  great  need  for  girls  from  other 
countries  as  well  as  from  various  parts  of  Canada  -  in  particular  girls  from  the 
Maritimes,  who  otherwise  would  have  been  alone  in  Canada's  largest  city. 
Several  weddings  took  place  in  due  course  as  many  of  the  girls  met  their  future 
husbands  at  our  weekly  dances. 

On  the  spiritual  side,  the  Chapel  was  a  quiet  haven  where  one  could  seek 
respite  from  the  big  noisy  city.  The  beautiful  mahogany  wood-panelled  walls 
seemed  to  shut  out  the  noise  and  strife  of  Dorchester's  busy  thoroughfare.  We 
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Editor's  Note:  Margaret  Law  is  the  wife  of  Tom  Law  of  the  Canadian  Forces, 
and  the  mother  of  two  sons,  Stephen  and  Desmond,  and  one  daughter,  Andrea. 
She  has  worked  as  a  secretary  in  the  House  of  Commons  for  various  Members 
of  Parliament,  including  working  in  the  office  of  Mr.  Douglas  Roche,  M.P. 
for  Edmonton-Strathcona,  who  is  a  regular  contributor  to  the  Catholic  Regis- 
ter. Margaret  is  presently  employed  with  the  Department  of  National  Defence. 

Her  hobbies  are  acting  as  representative  of  Canadian  Forces  Base,  Ottawa, 
newspaper,  the  Falcon;  and  creative  writing. 

Margaret  has  had  two  articles  published  in  the  Citizen  Forum  of  the  Ottawa 
Citizen,  during  the  current  year;  "Blame  our  indifference  for  the  spread  of 
violence"  appeared  in  the  February  10th  edition,  and  "Others  suffer  too  Dr. 
Morgentaler"  appeared  in  May  22nd's  paper.  She  says,  "Obviously  time  spent 
working  on  the  Dorchester  Dottings  was  beneficial." 

If  you  haven't  read  these  two  articles,  or  would  like  to  read  them  again,  if 
or  when  you  are  in  Ottawa,  just  drop  around  to  the  National  Library  and 
Archives  on  Wellington  and  Bay  Streets;  or  possibly  in  your  local  public 
library.  They  are  very  timely  articles  and  well  worth  reading.  Congratulations, 
Margaret,  and  keep  up  the  good  work. 


had  Mass,  retreats  and  a  choir  under  the  capable  direction  of  Sister  Agnes 
Sheehan. 

We  even  published  our  own  newspaper  which  went  under  the  auspicious 
title  of  Dorchester  Dottings.  It  is  doubtful  if  any  of  the  material  therein  would 
be  considered  literary  gems,  but  we  did  have  fun  putting  it  together  under  the 
banner  of  our  editor,  Adeline  More  (otherwise  known  as  Sister  Evelyn  Tunney). 

The  many  girls  who  passed  through  the  doors  of  the  Montreal  house  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  -  where  are  they  now?  Wherever  they  are  they  will  be  the 
better  for  having  spent  some  time  under  the  roof  of  1923.  A  few  of  the  many 
hundreds  come  to  mind  -  Audrey  and  Joan  Kavanagh,  Velma  McEvoy,  Mary 
Saltonosky,  Mary  Catherine  MacDonald,  and  there  was  Theresa  and  Helen 
Coffin  from  "The  Island"  and  the  Gaudet  sisters  from  Tignish.  Mrs.  Zink,  Mrs. 
Byrne,  Jane  Griffin,  Miss  Brady,  Miss  Neville  and  Miss  Brown  deserve  a  passing 
salute  for  all  the  noise  they  had  to  put  up  with  from  the  younger  generation. 
Stella  Adanac,  Jackie  and  Noella  Longchamps,  Pat  Kelly,  Eileen  Brown,  Helen 
Walling,  Maureen  McGinty  and  Susan  Coefield  are  a  few  more  names  that  come 
to  mind.  (When  the  day  comes  when  the  residence  will  fall  under  the  wrecker's 
hammer  -  unhappy  thought  -  a  workman  will  find  that  letter  that  Susan  Coe- 
field was  supposed  to  have  mailed  to  her  mother  in  Newfoundland.  The  letter, 
however,  inadvertently  slipped  between  the  wall  and  the  panelling  in  the  dining 
room  one  evening  as  Susan  ate  supper.  So  presumably  it  still  reposes  there, 
gathering  dust. ) 

Who  will  ever  forget  Midnight  Mass  at  1923,  with  Bishop  Whelan  officiating 
and  the  beautiful  reception  which  followed?  Or  Father  Power  (now  Bishop 
Power)  offering  Sunday  Mass?  Continued  on  page  24 
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Catechetical 
Tours ... 


First  Communion  Class  at 
Holden,  Alberta,  August  14, 
1940:  Father  Schmeltzer  and 
Sister  Hurley 


Group  of  children  taught  at 
Lauderdale,  Alberta,  eight 
miles  north  of  Castor, 
July  1941:  Sisters  A.  Hearn 
and  R.  Hurley 


Taken  at  side  of  St.  Henry's 
Church,  Kronsberg,  eight 
miles  from  Dysart,  July  1941. 
Hitching  up  for  home  after 
vacation  school  (41/2  miles 
each  way):  Eldon  Klotz,  12 
years;  Evelyn  Regal,  9  years; 
Aldonna  Halbgewacks, 
7  years 


Children  taught  at  Lestock, 
Sask.,  July  5-12, 1942. 
There  were  68  children 
and  three  teachers 


First  Communion  at  Fonehill, 
Sask.,  11  miles  east  of 
Yorkton,  July  30,1942 
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with  Sister 
Rita  Hurley 


Sister  Hurley  with  Father 
Menard  and  some  of  the 
children  taught  at  Emerald 
School,  13  miles  north  of 
Lestock,  August  9, 1942 


Sister  with  Mrs.  A.  Leonard, 
Theresa  and  Albert,  taken  in 
their  garden.  Sister  stayed 
with  this  family  while 
teaching  at  the  Emerald 
School.  This  was  a  Belgian 
family  and  they  were  very 
good  to  Sister 


Pupils  at  St.  Henry's  Church, 
Kronsberg,  July  1949 


Irwin  and  Bruce  Spanier 
leaving  for  home  after  class. 
They  drove  6V2  miles  to 
school.  Dora  Gropp  and 
Shirley  Barton  helped  with 
the  teaching  of  the  junior 
students:  Kronsberg, 
July  1949 


Another  group  of  pupils 
taken  at  Dysart,  July  1949 
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KELLY'S  FLASHBACK  -  continued 


There  was  laughter  and  tears,  sadness  and  joy,  drama  and  excitement,  peace 
and  tranquility.  Life  at  1923  went  on  in  all  its  moods  under  the  kindly  eyes  of 
the  Sisters.  And  most  of  the  time  it  was  good. 

The  years  have  gone  by  -  oh,  so  quickly!  Suddenly  we  are  middleaged  with 
children  half  grown.  Where  did  those  years  go?  As  the  poem  says,  "Life  is  but 
a  fleeting  glance."  Time  inexorably  moves  on,  but  the  memories  remain  ever 
fresh.  ♦ 


She  Has  Served" 


Sister  Edna  Deland,  R.I.P.,  November  20th,  1975 

After  several  months  illness,  Sister  Edna  Deland  died  in 
St.  Mary's  Hospital  in  Montreal,  on  the  evening  of  No- 
vember 20th,  1975. 

Sister  Edna  entered  the  Sisters  of  Service  Novitiate  on 
August  2nd,  1937,  following  her  twin  sister,  Sister  Ella's 
entry  in  January  1935. 

On  August  15th,  1945,  Sister  Edna  pronounced  her 
final  vows,  in  Edson,  Alberta,  when  she  chose  her  per- 
sonal motto,  "To  Jesus  through  Mary." 

Sister  Edna's  religious  life  was  spent  in  our  S.O.S. 
Residences  for  Girls  in  Toronto,  Montreal,  Edmonton, 
Saskatoon  and  St.  John's,  Newfoundland,  where  she  endeared  herself  to  many  of 
our  youth,  Canadians  and  New  Canadians. 

In  1966  Sister  was  invited,  at  Cardinal  Leger's  request,  to  attend  a  meeting  at 
which  the  Expo  Pastorale  1967  was  to  be  inaugurated.  She  was  later  invited  to 
represent  the  English-speaking  Communities.  One  of  the  services  of  the  Pastorale 
was  to  ensure  that  all,  rich  and  poor,  sick  and  disabled,  would  have  a  chance  to  visit 
Expo.  She  later  translated  into  English  the  French  documentary  that  accompanied 
the  slides  of  the  pavilions  at  Expo. 

Now,  over  thirty  years  later,  on  the  Eve  of  the  Presentation  of  Our  Lady,  her  twin, 
Sister  Ella,  was  by  her  side  praying  with  her  as  she  quietly  and  peacefully  slipped 
into  eternity. 

To  her  twin,  her  sister  Mamie,  and  all  her  nieces  and  nephews  we  offer  our  heart- 
felt sympathy.  They,  and  we,  will  have  another  advocate  in  Heaven. 

At  the  Funeral  Mass  at  Ascension  Church,  Westmount,  Father  Jacques  Monet, 
S.J.,  Sister's  nephew,  said  Sister  Edna's  life  was  one  of  giving  and  she  would  con- 
tinue to  give  by  her  example. 

"She  laboured  not  for  the  meat  that  perishes  but  that  which  endures  unto  life 
everlasting."  This  was  evident  to  all  who  worked  and  lived  with  her. 

* 

"You  knew  me,  Lord,  before  I  was  born,  for  you  made  me  in  your  likeness;  now 
I  return  you  my  soul,  for  you  are  my  maker."     (Song  of  Farewell) 
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YOU  MAY  BE 
A  SISTER 
OF  SERVICE 

if  you  are 

•  over  twenty-one  years 

•  have  professional  or  technical  training 

or 

•  are  in  a  professional  or  technical  training  program 

You  need  good  health,  a  sense  of  humor  and  the  strong 
desire  to  give  yourself  .  .  . 

to  the  service  of  others, 
in  "constant  openness  to  the  Holy  Spirit" 
according  to  the  talents  of  each  and  the  needs  of 
all,  in  constant  search  for  new  forms  of  community 
living  in  an  era  of  permanent  change. 

Write  to: 

SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 

10  MONTCREST  BOULEVARD 

TORONTO,  ONTARIO  M4K  1J7 


sistersS^l  of  1^  service 


